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My Dedication 


To my dear daughter Norma and son Marvin 
(Moshe) who is named after my beloved 
husband Moishe and all my grandchildren, 
please read my tragic story and understand 
what had happened to our beloved Jewish 
Nation and us. All our parents, grandparents 
who were killed, how I struggled and 
managed to survive, 
is written in this book. 

Michel Bude (nee Nochomovich) 


Written by her beloved son Marvin Bude 


Preface 


This book was written about the wartime 
experiences of my mother 
Michel Nochomovich in Siauliai Ghetto, and 
Stutthof Concentration camp. It is from a 
diary she wrote later in her life 
she was a Lithuanian Holocaust Survivor. 

It details her struggles, fears, heartbreak, 
losses, humiliations and daily survival, of 
both her, her friends and her family. 

May her memory burn as an eternal light in 
our hearts and the hearts of the people she 
touched in her life. 


Your flame will burn in my heart forever. 
I love you Mum 
This book is for you. 

M.H.D.S.R.I.P 

Love always from your son 
Marvin 
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LITHUANIA 1927 -1981 


My name is Michel Bude (nee Nochomovich). I was born in Lithuania in 1917, in a small town called 
Traupis, which lay between the towns of Raguva, Troskunai, Kavarskas and Taujenai please see the 
map below. 
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Map of Michel's town of birth Traupis 1917 circled in red 

My mother's name was Bascia (nee Jabkovitz) and my father was Leiba Nochomovich. I had 3 sisters, 
Chaja was the oldest, Hinda was the middle girl (we always called her Rochel) and I Michel was the 
youngest. We lived in a town called Traupis there was also about 7-8 Jewish families living in town. 
Two of the families ran a convenience store or Milk Bar, another Jewish man was a shoemaker, there 
was a tailor, and a furniture maker, and a few people bought and resold goods. They all made a 
small living and managed to survive. 


8 


My Family 



Michel and Chaja Chaja, Hinda and me (Michel) 


We owned our own home, it was passed down to us from my grandfather Michael. He was my 
mother's father, we also had cousins that I knew. I had been at Cheder [school] as a very young child 
and had always been a reasonably good student in those early years. 

In 1941 The Lithuanians came to Traupis and killed my entire family. They 
killed my father Leiba, my mother Bascia, my sister Chaja, her husband 
Abram Bio, and their young child Elia Khonel he would have been 
approximately 12months old. 
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I has a good knowledge of the bible (torah), arithmetic, and spoke six different languages. Hebrew, 
Lithuanian. Russian, and of course Yiddish and others. 

I was a good student in our Cheder (School), much better than the older children at all the subjects. I 
later joined a Lithuanian middle grade school, and finished all my schooling. One of my two sisters, 
the eldest Chaja got a job in Ukemerge, I worked with her for a family there. 
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Ukemerge was about 50 Km from Traupis 


In the beginning, I also accompanied my sister Chaja to Ukemerge. The people there were very kind 
to me and I went to Hebrew school in Ukemerge, I was second in the class, I loved it. 

I had a lot of fun when I was in Ukemerge with my sister Chaja, I had many friends from Hebrew 
school. We would get together a lot. I remember dancing the Charleston, which was dangerous in 
those days, and watching Shirley Temple acting at a very young age. I used to go to the cinema every 
second week to watch her show. When it was over, I left. 
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Our financial situation wasn't good, and my sister wasn't able to help support me. I applied for a job 
as a salesgirl in a small food store, I worked there and accumulated some extra food, this allowed me 
to open my own small shop. I started a business when I was 12 years old that was about 1929. The 
education I received helped me deal with people at an early age. 

Winter was extremely cold in Lithuania, I suffered badly from the cold. I was lucky enough to be able 
to sleep in a bakery, which kept me warm at night. 

My parents wanted me to return to Traupis, I did return, but I couldn't stay long, I didn't like that 
lifestyle any more, and there were no opportunities for me as a female to advance. 

I left my little town of Traupis then went to live in Panevezys. 

I started my new life in Panevezys. 

It didn't take me long to find a job. I worked in a ladies clothing store, the salary was very poor, I 
asked an old friend of my grandparents who was a shoemaker if he could find me a place to stay. 
They allowed me to stay with them. We all slept in a tiny kitchen, which was also the shoemakers 
workroom. I was extremely grateful for their kindness. 

After a while my wages increased and I could afford a better place to live. 

I could now help my parents financially a bit, they had been in need, my father wasn't well he lost his 
foot through frostbite. I managed my finances well, and got to know how to move about Panevezys, 

I enjoyed this period of my life. 



Picture of my father Leiba and mother Bascia 1929 


I joined the scouts and attended international conferences of the scouts, we attended camps and I 
joined a religious organization call Mizrachi, 
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The Mizrachi Organization in Panevezys 


I was in Panevezys for about 7 years and had two jobs, the second lasted for 6 years, my employer 
was extremely happy with me. I sold men's wear, and materials. 

It was wintertime, there was snow everywhere and it was very cold. I broke my left foot, which was 
in plaster for 1 month, it was busy in the business and I helped as best as I could, it was hard for me 
to get around with a broken foot. 

One evening when we were cleaning up we discovered we were missing a roll of black and white 
striped material, it was the most expensive piece of material we had. 

I sat down to try to think who may have stolen it. I realised it was a Lithuanian customer who was 
extremely friendly and I remembered the conversation I had with him. I thought this man might 
have taken the material. While I was talking with him, he told me his address and where he lived. I 
knew where it was because I would go to that area on Sundays and collect monies owing from 
customers and he lived next door to one of them. 

I told my employer I thought he had taken it. My employer said we would go to the police. Next day 
we went to the police, I told them what had happened and they took notes. 

They went to the address I gave them, I went with them. I was shivering because I was so nerves. 

The police brought back the piece of material, and asked me if I wanted a job in their police 
department. 

I had the cast on my left foot for another 2 weeks. When it was finally taken off, all my friends were 
happy to see me well again. 

There was an old paralysed man who was extremely poor, and lived in our area. I received sad news 
he had gotten sick and died, I helped arrange everything for his funeral. 

After working for Rivka for more than 2 years, she decided to leave our town and go to Palestine to 
be with her daughter and family, 

She gave me a watch in appreciation I would have been between about 17 -18 years old. 

I decided that I also wanted to go to Palestine. I didn't have money for a ticket so I joined an 
organisation and went to Hachshara it was made up of 40 adults, boys and girls, I hoped one day to 
be able to go to Palestine. 

The place I stayed in at our youth group had one big bedroom for about 20 girls, we slept two girls in 
one small bed, on another day every girl helped in the kitchen, and also with doing the washing. 

I did everything they asked, they appointed me the Queen and later they gave me plenty of different 
work to do. 


Hachshara 

[A Zionist youth movement is an organization formed for Jewish children and 
adolescents for educational, social, and ideological development, including a belief in 
Jewish nationalism as represented in the State of Israel.]. 
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Kovno - Shavel Hachshara 


A large conference was held by the Lithuanian Mizrachi. 

I was the candidate chosen from the Panevezys Mizrachi group. I arrived at Kovno there was a large 
number of people from our organisation. I met a young man from Shavel (Siauliai) and we went 
everywhere together, we bonded together as one. I had a great time. It was truly fascinating, I met 
many men associated with this organisation, who were attracted to me, however no one stood out 
more than "Moishe". 

His name was Moishe Gafanovich. He asked me to come to Shavel (Siauliai) and to be with him, of 
course I said YES. I was 17 years old then. 

The conference finished and we left to go back home, a short time later my "Moishe" sought work 
for me. He asked if I was really coming, I had spent enough time in Panevezys and I was ready for a 
new direction in life, I accepted of course and left for Shavel. 


I fell in love with my partner Moishe. 


I came to Shavel in 1934, I was 17 years old. I loved the place, the work, and settled into life. I was 
associated with many different organisations and Jewish movements. I was full of happiness and 
enjoyed being with my best friend Moishe. 

Moishe was called up to register for Lithuanian Army service, he developed appendicitis, and was 
taken to Taurage Kovno Hospital for an operation. After work, I would visit Moishe. 

I worked for a family called Gilinski they had one son called Zelik they all lived on Vilinaus Street. 
They had a lovely store and I was treated extremely well. I was good with customers, I had a friendly 
manner and it helped their business as it prospered and grew. I spoke six languages at this stage, 
which helped when dealing with different nationalities. 

My partner Moishe recovered and returned home, we enjoyed our time together. 

He later went back to resume his army training. He managed to get a job in the army food 
department, life was easier for him, and he was a leader in his brigade. 

Moishe returned home 1937 - 1938 and went back to his old job in a large paper shop business on 
Tilsen Street. Moishe was a bookkeeper. 

We were together often. We talked, laughed, and spent valuable time together. 
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Moishe and Michel taken 21 October 1937 


The Russians Invaded Lithuania on the 16th June 1940 

The Russian army Invaded Lithuania At first, they freed any communist that had been sent to prison. 
They were welcomed with music and flowers. The conditions in the jails were poor and primitive. 

The Russians gave young people the best jobs in Lithuania, amongst these people were Lithuanian 
Jews, communists and others. Most of the survivors were poor people who were happy to be free. 
There were many street demonstrations in favour of the communists and the new world belonged 
to them. 

It was frightening to those who had never seen a communist, and those who didn't accept their 
philosophy or lifestyle, were punished. 

No one in the street spoke about, or criticized the communists. 

Many people ran carrying red flags, and insults were given to the Lithuanian populations, and some 
of the Jewish people. 

The Lithuanians were made up of Socialists, Nationalists, and Communists. 

The Communists took over all businesses, they appointed their own managers and threw out the 
original owners. The original owners were not given any jobs or paid any monies. 

Homes were confiscated, the Russian Army took possession of homes, installed themselves and their 
families in these homes. 

Many shops had their goods either sold out or taken by the Red Army. New supplies were hard to 
obtain. 

Those Lithuanians and Jews who were rich, or well to do had been beaten and later killed. 

The Communists would come during the night and drag people out of their homes, to be taken to 
the station. This was the way they got rid of their enemies. 
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Russian Troops invade Lithuania 16th June 1940 


Additional History 

During World War II and afterwards 

In June 1940, Lithuania was annexed to the Soviet Union and became a Soviet Republic. Following 
new rules, light industry enterprises owned by Jews were nationalized. A number of Jewish shops 
were also nationalized and commissars were appointed to manage them. The supply of goods 
decreased and as a result, prices soared. The middle class, mostly Jewish, bore the brunt and the 
standard of living dropped gradually. All the Zionist parties and youth organizations were disbanded 
and the Hebrew school was closed. Some people of the leftist camp integrated into the local 
government institutions. 

The German army Invades Lithuania June 22 1941 
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During the period under discussion, the Rabbi in the town was Rabbi Khaim Smilg. 

With the invasion by the German army into Lithuania on June 22, 1941, many Vekshne Jews tried to 
escape to the Soviet Union, but only a few succeeded. The others were murdered on the way or 
returned home. Armed Lithuanian nationalists, headed by the local school headmaster Kostas 
Milchis, immediately took control. They welcomed the representatives of the German army who 
entered Vekshne, and were willing and ready to collaborate with them. 

Their main activity was to arrest the pro-Soviet activists and murder the Jews. The collaborators' first 
victim was David Levin. 

In the beginning of July the Jewish men were forced into the winter Beth Midrash, 

A beth midrash (Hebrew: E/nn 1Y2, or beis medrash, beit midrash, pi. batei midrash "House of 
Learning") is a Jewish study hall located in a synagogue, yeshiva, kollel or other building. 

Where they were taken out every morning for hard labour. Women and children were allowed to 
bring food to the detainees. 

On July 7, 1941 the men were released to their homes and told to prepare for transfer to Lublin in 
Poland, but almost immediately all Jews were ordered to present themselves in the market square. 
Doctor Hayim Lipman was ordered to point out Jews who were Communists. The doctor said that 
there were no Jewish Communists in Vekshne. Consequently, the beards of Rabbi Magid and other 
Jews were cut off. 

Women and children were imprisoned in the Beth Midrash, while men were herded into the Shulhoif 
(the yard of the synagogue). All the Jews, including the rabbi, were forced to dance and perform 
gymnastic exercises. Other Jews were forced to wash horses while tied to their tails. Rabbi Mihael 
Blokh was made to tip a bucket of water over the head of Rabbi Magid. After all this abuse in front of 
a cheering Lithuanian crowd, the Jews were all imprisoned in the grain storehouses of Shimon Vax. 

They were kept there for four weeks, during which time they were starved and tortured by 
Lithuanian guards, resulting in some deaths. 

On August 4, 1941 (11 th of Av 5701) guarded by armed Lithuanians, the Jews were transferred to the 
Mazheik (Mazeikiai) district administrative centre. There, they were herded to the Jewish cemetery 
together with other Jews from Mazheik and the neighbouring towns Siad (Seda), Akmyan (Akmene), 
Veger (Vegeriai), Tirkshle (Tirksliai), Zhidik (Zidikai) and Klikol (Klykuoliai). 

Lithuanian guards forced some of the men to dig pits, and after the work was completed all were 
shot the next day and buried in the prepared pits. Only one Jew, Hone Raif, managed to escape from 
the murder site to the Shavel ghetto. In 1943 he ran away from the ghetto to Telz and went into 
hiding with Lithuanian peasants. One of the peasants reported him but the next day soldiers from 
the Red Army arrived and liberated him. Other Jews who managed to escape to the Soviet Union or 
to the Kovno ghetto at the beginning of the war, survived as well. Among them were Dr. Pesia Kisin 
(nee Blumberg) and Bluma Levin (nee Vigoder). 
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My Wedding Day 


I am in Russian Vieksniai (Vekshne) My Wedding Day 14 August 1940 .1 am 23 years old 
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Map of Vieksniai Lithuania where Michel and Moishe got married 


The Russians didn't allow Jewish religious marriages, and as I had been with my partner Moishe now 
for 6 years, and we were religious, we decided to get married traditionally, it was the 14 August 
1940. The Rabbi of Radviliskis, Rabbi Khaim Smilg married us. 

This was a normal day for us, we went by train to the Chuppah. My employers Mr Jacob and Sonia 
Gilinski shut their business and acted as our best man and bridesmaids, my sister and girlfriend were 
present. The Chuppah lasted a few hours and we returned to work after the ceremony. 
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I can't speak 


We lived in a small room with a shared kitchen. I contracted laryngitis and saw Dr Gasuimes and 
another Dr. Priskaibt, but they were unable to help me, I didn't speak for a long time. 

My husband's parents adored me, but we didn't have much time to see them. 

They lived in Raguva, The doctors said I was very ill and was suffering from tuberculosis. 

I was terrified and sought any help I could get. I went to Riga, Latvia and saw Professor Berenstein 
and Professor Snider and they both told me that they didn't think it was tuberculosis. 

This was some relieved, and was much happier with their diagnosis. 

When I arrived home my husband Moishe was thrilled to see me, our friends suggested we go to 
Russia, they thought that I could receive the best medical help available there. 

I met Professor Rubinstein from Moscow, to my surprise, it turned out the he was also from 
Lithuania, and could speak Lithuanian. I was prescribed a treatment of placing a small pipe of glass 
over my vocal chords (called bunkess) in the front and back of my neck. After 3-4 treatments, my 
voice sounded a bit better. The Professor suggested I go to Moscow, and through singing lessons my 
voice would come back to normal. 

When I returned from Vitebsk with tickets ready to go to Moscow, my husband Moishe was happy 
and suggested we go to a friend in Vieksniai (Vekshne), close to Kurshan for a few weeks holidays, 
we headed to Vieksniai (Vekshne) to be with a friend, who had a flourmill. We arrived and were 
delighted that, for the first time we actually had a holiday, and would be able to enjoy it. 

We were gone only 3-4 days when we heard on the radio that the German Army had entered Kovno. 
We didn't believe it, the news was getting worse. We thought the Russian Army could defeat the 
Germans. We hoped it would end soon with a victory for the Russians. 

My husband Moishe left by train to go back to Siauliai.(Shavel) 


The War Broke Out and I am Alone 

When Moishe left, my heart was broken. Why didn't I go with him, rather than being left alone? We 
heard news that evening that the people of Vieksniai (Vekshne) who had boxes, were packing their 
belongings into wagons and starting to flee from the Germans. 

We heard that the Germans had made a night called Kristalnacht and dragged out all the rich 
German Jews onto the street and taken all their possessions, the Jews were beaten and killed in the 
streets. The rest of the Jewish people were placed into Ghetto's for a short time. They took doctors 
and well educated Jewish people to forests, they were beaten or shot or died of starvation. 

I now realised that I was in serious danger. I travelled with the rest of the Jewish people toward the 
Russian border. Before we reached the border, my friends decided to return to Vieksniai (Vekshne), 
to retrieve a few of their belongings. I went with them. My heart was broken, why did I do a silly 
thing by letting my beloved Moishe return to Shavel? 

There were no more trains running and I was alone, but I was happy to be in the company of friends. 
We travelled until we reached Latvia. Two of my girlfriends could speak Latvian, and they were 
offered a house to stay in, it was a house deserted by a Jewish family. We later learned the Latvians 
had murdered the Jewish family. 

We had only been there for a few hours when a group of Latvian men with white bands on their 
sleeves arrived and ordered us to leave, saying we should go back to where we had come from, if we 
refused we would be killed. We hadn't seen any Germans yet but we heard they were in Riga Latvia 
already. 
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Horses weren't allowed through so we went on foot, we started to head back to Vieksniai (Vekshne), 
on the way we were beaten and had our belongings checked and some of our belongings were taken 
away. When we arrived at our home, the house had been ransacked but at least the furniture was 
still there. That same night, villagers came and took away more of the Jewish men and again we 
were badly beaten. 

The situation was bad. I still had some money and a few possessions, I asked a Lithuanian man if he 
could contact my family, I paid him and gave him a photo of my sister and Moishe and their 
addresses. 

I heard a Russian General named Vlasovitz had surrendered himself and his entire army to the 
advancing Germans. 

I short time later the Lithuanian retuned with a letter from my husband Moishe, and my sister saying 
please come back to us, as soon as possible. 

My Town of Vieksniai (Vekshne) and Siauliai (Shavel) 
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Town of Vieksniai where Michel stayed when the Germans Occupied Lithuanian, also 
where her son Jehushua was born. 
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When I read the letter, it said they were sorting the Jewish men into 3 classes. 

The first class were those that were rich. 

The second class was for the elderly and sick, and 

The third class was for Jewish communists. The men were beaten, made to clean houses and streets, 
they were not fed, this was the punishment the Lithuanians handed out to the Jewish men. 


Jewish men forced to clean Streets 



When I got the letter, I went to the local Lithuanian Captain and asked permission to return, I could 
speak to him in fluent Lithuanian. 

I didn't look Jewish, but my name certainly was Jewish he refused my request and sent me to his 
General. I spoke to the General and said "if my nation is to be killed then let me go and die with my 
family," I could see the end coming and I wanted to die with my family, I pleaded. The General 
accepted my request and signed a pass document for me. The motorcycle driver was a Lithuanian. 

I changed into the best clothes I had, put the rest of my belongings into a backpack, and left with the 
driver. 

This was the beginning of the war and I still hadn't seen any Germans. 

It was a stormy day, I begged God to help me. I survived the trip. 

It took us another 3-4 hours, nobody checked our papers. We had no trouble to this stage. 

When I arrived, I met my friend, her husband and the rest of the Jewish men had already been 
separated and taken away. The women were still at home, my heart was broken, we were all crying. 

The Lithuanians Become our Masters 

I am back with my family in Shavel . How happy we had been in our tiny room, we hoped to get a 
better place to live if we survived the war. 

I met our beloved landlady with her family the Shilanski's and she said that one night the Lithuanians 
came to check for any Jewish men, she stood by the door and told them that there were no more 
Jewish men there. 
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Moishe exited through the back window and hid in the backyard, he was safe. 


The Russians had taken a lot of wealthy Jewish Families, and Zionists away at night. These people 
were dragged out at night, never to be seen or heard of again. I lost many friends to the Russians. 

No matter what, I was happy to be with my beloved husband Moishe. 

It was autumn and the weather was nice but we lived in fear every day. People would be taken away 
to jails, and shot. We were terrified to be in the streets. Any Jewish people found in stores were 
taken away by Lithuanians and never seen again. 

The Lithuanians quickly took all homes including all the possessions inside owned by the richer 
Jewish population. Anyone who tried to flee from the area and was caught was taken away and 
disposed of. 

Solely the Lithuanians did these acts of evils to us. I was well known in the area, as I was usually the 
person who delivered goods to these homes. I used to run to fetch food and luckily I never got 
caught. 



The Yellow Star of David 


We were ordered to attach a yellow Star of David to the back of our clothes and the front of our 
clothes on the left side above the heart. 

We weren't allowed to walk on the footpaths, but only in the middle of the street. 

When I returned home I immediately went to Moishe’s parents, I brought with butter, cheese, and 
other food I had. I shared everything I had with them. 

They were happy to see that I was alive and finally back. Moishe’s father Reb Faivel told me that it 
lifted up Moishe’s spirits when he told Moishe that his Michel will come back. 

It was great finally being together. 

We lived in constant fear and danger, each night different families disappeared and we didn't know 
what became of them or what would become of us. 
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The Lithuanians took the working families as well as all the housekeepers; they killed them, to take 
their possessions. 

We ran over to our Lithuanian friends to give them our possessions, goods, furniture, gold, silver 
clothes, Our friends the Lithuanians were glad to take all our possessions, with promises that if we 
survived they would return our possessions. 

I bought a small piece of land in Ginkemy Place before the Nazis came, and I rented it to a Lithuanian 
with the hope I could build a home and live comfortably in the future, however there was now no 
future to think about. 

They kept taking away more and more families, they took away my boss Mr Jacob Gilinski and his 
wife Sonia Gilinski and Rabbi Nochomofski's wife and many more from the synagogue on Vilinaus 
Street near the Frankels leather factory. 

The Frenkels owned the leather factory, were a well-known Jewish family who luckily ran away to 
the USA, before things got very bad here. 

The congregation from the synagogue were kept confined inside the synagogue and treated like 
animals, after a day and night of fear they were loaded onto trucks with no belongings or food and 
taken away, nobody knew where they were taken or what happened to them. This was repeated 
over and over again. We started giving up all hope of surviving. 

The Lithuanians came today, took away Chana Shilanski's male relatives, and put them into jail. 
Chana Shilanski took a big risk, went to the jail, and spent all day begging them to release her family. 

It was miraculous; they let out her brother Dov Silianski, with his cousin and a few other men. 

It was great to be reunited with them. 

We didn't know whether to laugh or cry, each day we lost more and more family and friends. 

Up to this stage, the Lithuanians not Germans did all the killings and beatings. 

The Ghetto Time Begins 

The Lithuanians created two ghetto's one was next to our cemetery, and the other Ghetto was next 
to the jail. Many Jewish families started jostling and pushing to find better accommodation, we just 
accepted what we had. 

With Moishe and his family, we totalled seven people. They gave us a small room to live in, at least it 
had a kitchen. 

I was only married for a short time but I did receive some nice furniture and utensils as gifts. They 
appointed a manager to look after us. I gave him some of my belongings to bribe him to look after us 
and the Shilanski's property. 

I thought I didn't really need any of furniture or gifts any more as the end would come soon. 

We all settled into our new accommodation as best as possible, food was a scare and wood was 
even scarcer. We needed wood for cookind and to burn to keep us warm. 

We burnt our furniture, fences, and any trees or timber we could find. 

My dear Moishe read the bible and said it was a blessing to sacrifice one's life, but also a blessing to 
try to eat and stay alive. 

Moishe's parents didn't eat, I ate whenever there was a chance to eat. 

By now, our group had grown to 10 people. It was still possibie to survive if we were left untouched. 
Before we were taken from the Ghetto's we were told that all silver, gold, diamonds, copper, furs, 
radios, should be brought to guards, we were told that anyone hiding anything would immediately 
be killed. 

Everyone quickly gave away all their valuables to try to save their lives. 

Desperate and displaced children and single people now arrived in the ghetto. Parents, partners and 
families had been taken away. 

It was heartbreaking to see their plight. I tried to look after them as much as possible. 
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Mrs Galinski's son Zelik was alone and decided to stay with us. He had three other aunts in the 
ghetto but preferred to be with us. The Galinski's were always good to me. 

There was also a child with a sick mother from Taurage. I shared everything I had with the others. 
Before we were taken away, they ordered a Judenrat Council to be created. 


Siauliai's 2 Jewish Ghetto's 



Michel was in this Ghetto 
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Jews in Siauliai made to walk in the middle of the street 


The Red Jail Shavel. 



The Red Jail Siauliai approx. 1940 
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The Yard of the Red Jail Siauliai 


I saw elderly Jewish people taken to the Red prison. I ran over bribed the Lithuanian guard in charge 
and asked if I could give my people something to eat. Sometimes they agreed and I gave these poor 
people everything I had. When my beloved Moishe returned from his hard work, I would ask for his 
forgiveness and quickly make him a meal to eat. 

One day I saw the same Lithuanian Guard who allowed me to give the Jewish prisoners some food. 

I was cooking some apples and horse meat and potatoes and barley. I took the entire pot over to the 
prisoners they were extremely grateful. 


Boys in Jail - My danger. 


As I looked through the window, I noticed a group of young Jewish boys between the ages of 10 - 18 
they were prisoners. My heart was broken, I grabbed all the food I had and ran over to give the 
bread, potatoes anything that I had from my food reserves. 

In the jail, word got around that there was always a woman who would give the prisoners food. 
When I saw the Lithuanian Guard and asked for permission to give the prisoners food, this time it 
was different, he started to scream at me and then hit the children, I lost control, the food was 
packed in parcels, and I threw the parcels over to the prisoners. The Lithuanian guard ran after the 
prisoners and beat them, and then he jumped over the wire to try to catch me. I would have been 
killed if he caught me. 

I ran into the first house I could, it was next to my home. I took off my striped coat, and told the 
people what had happened, I asked the people to hide my striped coat, and I told the people if the 
coat was discovered I would surrender to the murderers and that nothing should befall them. 

The Lithuanian Guard jumped over the wire and came into the Ghetto trying to find me. 

He spoke with the people who hid me, they denied knowing me and of course, the striped coat 
vanished. 

The striped coats colours were red, grey, with navy stipes. I wasn't afraid to die, 

I cooked a pot of fruit strawberries, cherries, raisins and I brought it with me into the Ghetto, this 
was for the sick and elderly people. 

The Lithuanians then came to Vieksniai to kill us and any other Jews they could find. I was also 
running away with the Vekshne Jews from the Germans, I was leaving for Shavel the next day. 

All the Jews who were captured were taken to Mazeikiai City and together with the with the 
Mazeikiai Jewish families they were all killed, nobody was left alive. The Jewish families were told 
they were being resettled we they didn't believe it, the Jewish families that did go were never heard 
of again. 

I could hear screaming and yelling from time to time then it would stop. 
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Nazi Occupation of Lithuania Date 22 June 1941 


The occupation of Lithuania by Nazi Germany's Army group North and Army Group Centre . 


Judenrat established by the Nazis 

During World War II, the Germans established Jewish councils, usually called Judenraete 
(sg., Judenrat). These Jewish municipal administrations were required to ensure that Nazi 
orders and regulations were implemented. Jewish council members also sought to provide 
basic community services for ghettoized Jewish populations. 


Judenrat 



Picture of Lithuanian Judenrat Members in Kovno 
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Ghetto Police 


Mr. Katz who worked in a Jewish Peoples Bank, Gutma Leibovitz, Slezuigere and others were 
appointed as the Judenrat for our Ghetto, and in the other ghetto Mr. Tilenski and others had also 
been appointed Judenrat. 

They now appointed Jewish police. Mr. Ganz was appointed as the high-ranking Jewish Police officer. 



Vina Ghetto Jewish Police 



The Jewish Panevezys Hospital 
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Slowly, painfully the life settled down in the ghetto with less serious events taking place. They 
established a small hospital and even established a brush factory. All production was to supply the 
German Army. 

Columns of Jewish people were standing outside in the morning and evening waiting for a chance to 
get work. The people were regularly checked for contraband. In 1941we were moved to the other 
ghetto. 

One day while checking people for smuggled items they caught Mr. Mazavecki with something that 
he had in his possession, they put him in the boot of a car, punished him, and put him into jail, then 
in 1942 they hung him in on a tree in the ghetto. When Mr. Bezalel Mazavecki was hung in the 
Ghetto, they made all of us stand and watch his horrible death. 

He went defiantly to his end with a smile on his face. We faced sad times daily in the Ghetto. Mr 
Mazavecki's wife did survive as well as a few of his friends. 

They demanded large sums of ransom money, and if they didn't receive it they took many Jewish 
people away as slaves. 

Our dear friend Sneer Tavaris was on the witness stand in Munich in 1960 and remembered his 
friend Bezalel Mazavecki. Mr. Sneer Tavaris finally settled in America after surviving Dachau 
Concentration Camp. 

A few friends were resettled at an airfield, where they did any and all work required, some were 
sent to Radviliskis, by cart, they collected materials to be used to heat ovens. Seldom did we have a 
peaceful night, 

We heard the sounds of Russian bombers flying overheat and prayed that they would bomb us and 
end our misery, our prayers were never answered. 

Moishe my husband was working to repair train rails, he used to carry very heavy iron, also his 
sisters Faigele and Chava, and his brother was in a group near Shavel, his father Reb Faivel was 
working to help clean the ghetto. 

There was a Jewish man whose name was Murak he used to have a large leather and fur factory one 
of the biggest in Lithuania. He also came and lived with us. 


Additional History 


The Nazi Occupation of Lithuania below. 

The Holocaust in Nazi-occupied Lithuania resulted in the near total destruction of Lithuanian Jews 
(Litvaks), living in Generalbezirk Litauen of Reichskommissariat Ostland within the Nazi-controlled 
Lithuanian SSR. 

Out of approximately 208,000-210,000 Jews, an estimated 190,000-195,000 were murdered before 
the end of World War II (wider estimates are sometimes published), most between June and 
December 1941. More than 95% of Lithuania's Jewish population was massacred over the three-year 
German occupation — a more complete destruction than befell any other country affected by the 
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Holocaust. Historians attribute this to the massive collaboration in the genocide by the non-Jewish 
local paramilitaries, though the reasons for this collaboration are still debated. The Holocaust 
resulted in the largest-ever loss of life in so short a period of time in the history of Lithuania. 

The events that took place in the western regions of the USSR occupied by Nazi Germany in the first 
weeks after the German invasion, including Lithuania, marked the sharp intensification of the 
Holocaust. 

An important component to the Holocaust in Lithuania was that the occupying Nazi German 
administration fanned anti-Semitism by blaming the Soviet regime's recent annexation of Lithuania, 
a year earlier, on the Jewish community. Another significant factor was the large extent to which the 

Nazis' design drew upon the physical organization, preparation and execution of their orders by local 
Lithuanian auxiliaries of the Nazi occupation regime. 

In 1941, German killing squads, the Einsatzgruppen, followed the advance of the German army 
units and immediately began organizing the murder of Jews. 



Kaunas Ninth Fort 

Most Lithuanian Jews perished in the first phase during the first months of the occupation and 
before the end of 1941. The first recorded action of the Einsatzgruppen (Einsatzgruppen A) took 
place on June 22,1941, in the border town of Gargzdai (called Gorzdt in Yiddish and Garsden in 
German), which was one of the oldest Jewish settlements in the country and only 18 kilometres 
(11 mi) from German-annexed Memel. Approximately 800 Jews were shot that day in what is known 
as the Garsden Massacre. Approximately 100 non-Jewish Lithuanians were also executed, many for 
trying to aid their Jewish neighbours. 

About 80,000 Jews were killed by October and about 175,000 by the end of the year. The majority of 
Jews in Lithuania were not required to live in ghettos nor sent to the Nazi concentration camps 
which at that time were just in the preliminary stages of operation. Instead they were shot in pits 
near their places of residence with the most infamous mass murders taking place in the Ninth Fort 
near Kaunas and the Ponary Forest near Vilnius. By 1942 about 45,000 Jews survived, largely those 
who had been sent to ghettos and camps. In the second phase, the Holocaust slowed, as Germans 
decided to use the Jews as forced labour to fuel the German war economy. In the third phase, the 
destruction of Jews was again given a high priority; it was in that phase that the remaining ghettos 
and camps were liquidated. 

Two factors contributed to the rapid destruction of Lithuanian Jewry. The first was the significant 
support for the "de-Jewification" of Lithuania coming from the Lithuanian populace. The second was 
the German plan for early colonization of Lithuania - which shared a border with German East 
Prussia - in accordance with their Generalplan Ost; hence the high priority given to the 
extermination of the relatively small Lithuanian Jewish community. 
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Participation of local collaborators 



German soldiers and locals watch a Lithuanian synagogue burn, 9 July 1941 

The Nazi German administration directed and supported the organized killing of Lithuanian Jews. 
Local Lithuanian auxiliaries of the Nazi occupation regime carried out logistics for the preparation 
and execution of the murders under Nazi direction. Nazi SS Brigadefuhrer Franz Walter Stahlecker 
arrived in Kaunas on 25 June 1941 and gave agitation speeches in the city to instigate the murder of 
Jews. 

Initially this was in the former State Security Department building, but officials there refused to take 
any action. Later, he gave speeches in the city. In a report of October 15, Stahlecker wrote that they 
had succeeded in covering up their vanguard unit (Vorkommando) actions, and it was made to look 
like it was the initiative of the local population. Groups of partisans, civil units of nationalist-rightist 
anti-Soviet affiliation, initiated contact with the Germans as soon as they entered the Lithuanian 
territories. A rogue unit of insurgents headed by Algirdas Klimaitis and encouraged by Germans from 
the Sicherheitspolizei and Sicherheitsdienst , started anti-Jewish pogroms in Kaunas (Kovno) on the 
night of 25-26 June 1941. Over a thousand Jews perished over the next few days in what was the 
first pogrom in Nazi-occupied Lithuania. Different sources give different figures, one being 1,500 and 
another 3,800, with additional victims in other towns of the region. 

On 24 June 1941, the Lithuanian Security Police (Lietuvos saugumo policija ), subordinate to Nazi 
Germany's Security Police and Nazi Germany's Criminal Police, was created. It would be involved in 
various actions against the Jews and other enemies of the Nazi regime . Nazi commanders filed 
reports purporting the "zeal" of the Lithuanian police battalions surpassed their own. The most 
notorious Lithuanian unit participating in the Holocaust was the Lithuanian Sonderkommando Squad 
(Ypatingasis burys) from the Vilnius (Vilna, Wilno) area which killed tens of thousands of Jews, Poles 
and others in the Ponary massacre. 
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Another Lithuanian organization involved in the Holocaust was the Lithuanian Labour Guard. Many 
Lithuanian supporters of the Nazi policies came from the fascist Iron Wolf organization. Overall, the 
nationalistic Lithuanian administration was interested in the liquidation of the Jews as a perceived 
enemy and potential rivals of ethnic Lithuanians and thus not only did not oppose Nazi Holocaust 
policy but in effect adopted it as their own. 



Holocaust mass graves near city of Jonava . 

A combination of factors serves as an explanation for participation of some Lithuanians in genocide 
against Jews. Those factors include national traditions and values, including anti-Semitism, common 
throughout contemporary Central Europe, and a more Lithuanian-specific desire for a "pure" 
Lithuanian nation-state with which the Jewish population was believed to be incompatible. There 
were a number of additional factors, such as severe economic problems which led to the killing of 
Jews over personal property. Finally the Jews were seen as having supported the Soviet regime in 
Lithuania during 1940-1941. During the period leading up to the German invasion, the Jews were 
blamed by some for virtually every misfortune that had befallen Lithuania. 

The involvement of the local population and institutions, in relatively high numbers, in the 
destruction of Lithuanian Jewry became a defining factor of the Holocaust in Lithuania. 

Not all of the Lithuanian populace supported the killings. Out of a population of close to 3,000,000 
(80% of it ethnic Lithuanians), a few thousands took an active part in the killings while many aided 
the Jews. 

Sadly My little window faced the Jails back yard, I was a witness to the murdering and killing of many 
innocent Jews. 
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Our Son Shmuel Jehushua Arrived 


The time had arrived and I gave birth to my son Jehushua. My darling husband had been sent to a 
work camp near Shavel. I was lucky enough to have a nurse help me with the delivery, it was quick, 
the baby was born, no pain, no medication, no problems, a healthy wonderful baby came into the 
world at a terrible time went many of my people were suffering and losing their lives. Maybe his 
arrival was meant to be, like that of Moses, maybe he would be our leader Moses who was put in 
the river in a basket and saved by pharaohs sister to be our next leader. 

I lived in hope; our lives are in God's hands. We lived with hope, (EIN BRERAR) whatever would 
happen would happen. 

The weather was nice outside, everyone was treated humanely at this time even dogs and cats were 
treated well. I loved and enjoyed my Jehushua. 

We made a Brit Mila (religious circumcision), some suggested it was a bad idea, but I decided to do it 
anyway. My little son was named Shmuel Jehushua and managed his pain well I breast-fed him, and 
he grew well. 

One day my darling Moishe came home and was thrilled to be a father. 

Who is the stronger one? How long will the suffering last? God only knows. My little darling who 
came into this world, you are suffering; my friends are saying maybe he is our Moses. 

He arrived in a time of turmoil, I was depressed many times to see the world, and where we are in it. 
Other nations around the world are free, but not my nation, we hoped for a quick end to the war, 
we could only see our own lives are in more danger, minute by minute. 

The situation is getting even worse, there is very little food left, and people are starving to death, 
there is sickness everywhere no sanitary conditions, with no one to turn to for help. 

My heart is breaking for us and everyone caught in this situation. 

My precious angel will not be brought up in a normal time, in a normal world, but he is growing into 
a beautiful boy. 

My darling Moishe was working in another place for a few months, with a few other Jewish men, he 
came home and was really happy to see his son for the first time in a while. 

How happy he was, we started crying and then tried to cheer ourselves up. 

My heart was breaking for my dear child who was not responsible for any of the situation, sweet 
kind boy. You are growing up with no food, milk or even a room to be in, there is nothing I can give 
you. It is scary, at any time our lives can be over. 

Our son Jehushua is growing and already is starting to talk, we have both happiness and sadness in 
our lives daily, every hour there are different changes, we are luckily to still be alive. 

We are desperately trying to survive. 

The Winter of 1941 in Lithuania the temperatures in January were sometimes as low as -5° C. The 
summer in Lithuania was around July and the temperatures could be approx. 19° C. 

There was continuing tragedies happening, instead of the situation getting better it got worse. 

The Russian Army is getting weaker. The Germans are now fighting on Russian soil. 

We have lost all hope. We can hear the Russian bombers full of ammunition flying over us. We pray 
that they will bomb us and kill us so we may die with some dignity, but our praying and crying is to 
no avail. 
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Its 1942 and We are Still Together 


I am still together with my beloved Moishe, his 2 sisters, his brother and his parents. I adored his 
parents and they adored me. They are the only parents I have. My family was murdered in 1941. 
There has to be a God. God please help us to stay alive and together. 

It is 1942, we received bad news that in Kovno the Ghetto of Panevezys was liquidated, and every 
Jewish person was killed. 

There was uncontrolled killing everywhere. Sometimes a few Jews were lucky enough to escape 
from the Ghetto. 

The Russian Army was still very weak, which was bad for us, we could not count on any help. 

At any time, anything could happen to us. 1942 is ending and there is no chance for us to be free. 

The Lithuanians are free and happy, they are not afraid of anyone, they have our furniture, they 
have food, places to live, our clothing, and much more. They also do not want us to live or survive. 
They even walk their dogs openly on the footpaths, while we are only allowed to walk in the middle 
of the Street. 

In 1943,1 was lucky to get some work, my mother in law Alah looked after our son. 

I always managed to get us food and supplies, I would remove my yellow Star of David (if they 
caught me it would mean instant death). I always managed to exchange different items, and 
smuggled things into our Ghetto. 

By now, we were four families and two children living together in the same small cramped room. 10 
people altogether and two children. We shared everything we had, we were as happy as possible. 

It was 1943 the German army was still strong and the Russian Army barely alive. 

We couldn't see any hope or help, but we were still together, this was a blessing from God. 

We lived through a lot of horror but at least we were all together. 


5 October 1943 Siauliai Ghetto Begins to Close. 


In the morning, my beloved Moishe prepared himself for work and left. He returned and said the 
German Army had surrounded the Ghetto. We waited Ein Breira (we had no choice.) 

Quickly I packed my blankets to give them to my mother in law ALAH and father in law Reb Faivel 
some clothing, and food. 

I thought maybe it would be best if my mother in law took my son Jehushua, I decided not to hand 
over my son as ALAH already had 4 children of her own to look after and it was my responsibility. 

I went outside and saw a small door leading to a roof in the next building, I suggested to my in laws 
that we would all hide in the roof, may be God would protect us. 

I kissed them and went with my son and my beloved Moishe, and his parents. 

It was extremely dark. It was about 10.am in the morning, my son fell asleep and slept peacefully. I 
could hear a lot of screaming and crying and then it stopped. 


I felt fear and desperation while in the roof two little birds came and pecked at the window. I asked 
my in laws if they could see the birds as well. They remarked maybe the birds are bringing us good 
news. 

We are now hiding and living in the roof cavity of the house, The Russian Army is getting stronger. 
The Germans are letting the workers out of the Ghetto out, leaving mothers and children behind, 
this was surely the end of life for us. 
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My In laws could no longer stay with us, I opened the hatch door and they left and joined groups of 
people in the crowd in the Ghetto, I was heartbroken. I closed the little cover again. My son fell 
asleep in my lap it was very, very dark, I'm not sure how long he was asleep, but I had been standing, 
not moving to make sure I didn't wake him up. 

I was standing there for a few hours and heard screaming and crying and I knew that something bad 
was about to happen. 

I prayed to God please help us, we are your nation please pay these murderers back for all they have 
done. 

We were there about 2 hours and my baby awoke and was hungry, I had no food or clothing for him. 
He started to cry, this would be the end for us all. 

In other areas, the Ukrainian solders collaborated with the Germans to find Jews and kill them. 

They heard us and screamed for us to get out or we would be killed. 

We had been discovered in the roof, they beat us again and dragged us out into the crowd, and 
continued to beat us. We lost everything, there was nothing left. I was screaming but at least the 
baby was peaceful. I thought I would surely die. I remember Mrs. Murak's granddaughter was taken 
away, Mrs Murak protested that the granddaughter wasn't old or sick, They hit her so hard she fell 
on top of me. I had no strength left to fight, them, I fell on the ground and they continued to beat 
me. I lost conscious and didn't remember anything 

I didn't realise there were other mothers and children hidden with us there. The first person to leave 
was Mrs Murak with her granddaughter, Dr. Lune's daughter was next to leave. Mrs. Murak was a 
very wealthy woman; the Ukrainians went straight to her and removed all her gold jewellery and 
rings. 

She asked them in Russian "boys is it possible that Stalin taught you to do what you are doing?" 

They replied, "Yes we have been waiting for this to happen for 21 years" 

I was herded into a group of people I didn't know. I lost the last battle. I had nothing left in me. 

I couldn't move my feet, and I was dragged along with my baby. 

I pleaded for God to take my baby and me now and not leave us in the hands of these murderers. 

I didn't receive an answer. 


5 November 1943 My Baby Was Taken Away From Me. 


My son was about 18 months old, I refused to let them take my son Jehushua, I was knocked 
unconscious with the butt of a rifle, and they took my son and put him in a black truck with 
other children to be taken away to Auschwitz-Birkenau to be murdered.. 

Why did they leave me alive? Why didn't they just kill me? I didn't want to live any longer. 
My friends in the crowd picked me up off the ground, I fell down again and again they 
picked me up, they said my mother in law ALAH was also gone with the babies. Later they 
took all the adults off the trucks and into a forest and killed them all including my beloved 
mother in law Alah. 

My father in law was in the crowd, we found him. We both stood together and cried bitterly 
for our losses, when I looked around a saw we were surrounded by the German SS Army, 
who had rifles, machine guns weapons of all type to allow them to finish us off. 

Yes, the time for struggle is near over. 
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Germans Kidnapping Jewish Children 


Additional History:- 

The Jewish Community of Siauliai during the Holocaust 

The Liquidation of the Siauliai Ghetto 

In January 1943 there remained a total of 4,836 Jews in the two parts of the Siauliai Ghetto. As many 
men had already been murdered, two thirds of the ghetto's population were women. 236 people 
were above the age of 61. 

In the summer of 1943 the situation of the Jews of Siauliai took a turn for the worse. The guards at 
the ghetto's gates were increased, and Jews caught smuggling food were imprisoned. At least one 
Jew was publically hanged. In September 1943 the Siauliai Ghetto came under the jurisdiction of the 
SS, and SS guards joined the Lithuanians posted around the perimeter. The ghetto was now renamed 
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as the "Siauliai Concentration Camp". Most of the authority of the Jewish committee was taken 
away. 

By October 1943 most of the ghetto's Jews had been transferred to six new labour camps, which had 
just been established. The "Kaukazas ghetto" was emptied of its residents and ceased to exist. 

On the 5th of November 1943, the "children's roundup" began. The SS and Ukrainians encircled the 
ghetto, kidnapped 574 children and over 200 other Jews, most of them elderly. T he adults were 
shot in a forest on the German border, while the children were sent to Auschwitz-Birkenau to be 

murdered. During the roundup, the Jewish parents were told their children were being moved to 
children's homes in Germany. But as many Jewish parents did not believe the official explanation, 
two members of the Jewish committee - Bar Katon and Aaron Katz - accompanied the children so as 
to ascertain their fate. A similar roundup was carried out in the labour camps, and dozens of 
children, women and elderly people were deported to their deaths. 227 Jewish children under the 
age of 12 remained in Siauliai, and a few dozen others in the labour camps - those whose parents 
had succeeded in hiding them from the Germans and the Ukrainians. 

In the spring of 1944, as the front approached, preparations were made to liquidate the ghetto. At 
the beginning of July all the Jews still left alive in the labour camps were returned to Siauliai, and 
Jewish labour outside the ghetto ceased. All exit permits from the ghetto were cancelled. The 
Ghetto SS commander SS-Oberscharftihrer Hermann Schlof now announced that anyone caught 
trying to escape would be murdered along with their entire family. During a Soviet bombing of the 
city, some of the ghetto's residents were killed, among them the former head of the Jewish 
committee, Mendel Leibowitz. 

In the middle of July 1944, the remaining Jews in the Siauliai Ghetto were deported by train to the 
concentration camp of Stutthof, to labour camps across Poland, and to concentration camps in the 
vicinity of Dachau in Germany. One group was deported to a concentration camp in Riga. Dozens of 
ghetto residents succeeded in escaping from the ghetto or the labour camps, either before or during 
the deportation, whereupon they went into hiding or joined the partisans. Of the 3,000 Siauliai Jews 
transferred to labour camps, only 500 survived to be liberated. A number of Jews from Siauliai 
succeeded in escaping to the Soviet Union before the Nazi occupation began. They joined the 
Lithuanian Division of the Red Army (the 16th division). In the bombings which preceded the fall of 
Siauliai, the remains of the ghetto were burned. 

After the Red Army liberated Siauliai, on the 27th of July 1944, dozens of Jewish survivors returned 
to the city. They were joined by Jews who had escaped into the Soviet Union. In the 1970s there 
were 800 Jews living in Siauliai. Most of them spoke Yiddish. They constituted less than 1% of the 
city's population. In 1994 there were only 470 Jews in Siauliai. 

In 1991 a memorial for the memory of the Jews of Siauliai who perished during the Holocaust was 
erected in Holon, Israel. In Lithuania, a memorial to the Jews of the ghetto has been erected at the 
site of the entrance gate to the Traku quarter of the former ghetto. 
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My Story of Surviving the Nazis 


(Emach Shemo Veizichroh) (May all of them and their memories be obliterated from history.) 

For such an educated nation as Germany, those who found different ways and techniques to kill 
people, with crematoriums to burn our bodies, to annihilate our Jewish Nation, who tried to destroy 
all traces of us. 

When the devil got into power in 1933 (Hitler) in Germany till 1945, there was no answer from the 
Jewish, educated, religious, rich, poor old or young. Our nation could not struggle against them or 
the Lithuanians. 

There was times Jewish men and women went into forests or the Ghettos to fight back. No 
retribution came from God. 

I had been through hell, I lay on the ground and as I came to, I could feel they were beating me, and I 
fainted again. I finally woke up and asked what happened where am I? The murderers picked me up 
and threw me into the crowd. The people in the crowd sat me down on the ground and my friends 
surrounded me and tried to help me. It was horrible. Our Nation was disappearing from the world. 
We could see which of our friends were still alive, and that the end must surely come soon for the 
rest of us. 

How lucky were those people that had already died in the beginning, and not been able to see their 
friends and families murdered. 

I was lucky I had been with my beloved Moishe and his father at least we were able to share the 
grief. I was afraid that Moishe's sisters and brother might no longer be alive in the other Ghetto. 

In the morning the Germans, and Lithuanians came and took us to work. 

I was working in the Army clothing repair shop, repairing clothing that had just come in from the 
Eastern Front, the war against the Russians. 

The biggest satisfaction I got was finding bullet holes and blood in the uniforms, the Nazis were also 
losing their lives, and I showed these uniforms to the other girls. 



Washing Uniforms 


37 


We were called out at 10.00 am in the morning they kept us standing outside till 5 pm in the 
evening. They herded us like animals. 

The German SS herded the crowds. When the order was given by the Germans we each 
went over and each of us gave our names. We were counted, we were beaten with heavy 
sticks over our heads and our backs in the ghetto. It was hard to go through all the physical 
punishment. 

I am walking with my father in law Reb Faivel over to a place of selection, our hearts are 
broken, where will we end up? We have lost the dearest people we love. I am crying for the 
loss of my son and husband, my father in law is crying for his friends, his partner in life 
ALAH. They had been married approx. 50 years and loved each other. 

For me, my son was my life, I hoped he would survive by some miracle. 

We returned near our home and were made to wash the stone road, we could only cry. 

They let the workers return to the Ghetto, at least my darling Moishe, was in the group. 
Moishe, his father, and I cried together very loudly, maybe God and the angels might hear 
us. 

We then sat down and I said to Moishe that his mother would protect our child Jehushua. 
Who would have believed they would be taking people away to be murdered. 

It was very difficult to move on with our lives. 

Moishe's other brother and two sisters had been sent to another work camp and they came 
to visit us two weeks later. Again, we cried about the tragedy of losing our dearest family 
and friends. 

The Germans also took from our room the Zak's who owned a material shop in Shavel, he 
and his wife and their 8-year-old daughter and other couple with a child were taken away, 
we missed them all. We couldn't accept that the Ghetto was to finally be liquidated. 

The day all this happened was a Friday, Friday the 5 November 1943, this date I will never 
forget, nor will I ever forgive these murderers, Germans, Lithuanians and the Ukrainians. 
They are Blut Sokers (Blood Suckers) of our nation. They are the destroyers of Umshulige 
Judishe Folk (Blameless Jewish People). 

We needed to go on, to eat to survive. 

This day was the worst and the last selection in our Ghetto. By now, there weren't many 
people left. 

Tragedy 

This was the tragic story of A Jewish Nation that lost 6 million Jews who are not able to tell 
their stories, the horrible murderous times they and their families went through in cities all 
over Europe. These innocent people were killed, they were made to dig their own graves. 

I am the sole survivor of my city of Traupis, and can remember all the other Lithuanian 
towns and cities that don't have any survivors left. 

The only survivors were the non Jewish Lithuanians who moved in to our homes took all our 
possessions and destroyed all of our Jewish Lives. 

The Lithuanian, Ukrainian and Estonian people escaped with all the belonging they stole 
from us, including ransom monies and unashamedly changed their names and lived happily 
in places like the USA, UK, Australia, South America and more after the war. They were rich 
immigrants. 
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Jewish Children 


Back to my Story. 

My sister Hinde was also in a camp work force. They would make us march to work, with our yellow 
Star of David. We had two stars, one in the front over our heart and one on our back. We would 
march in the middle of the road to work and back. 

I did something different I exchanged some of my clothes for food. I took a big risk by taking off the 
yellow Star of David and walking amongst our murders. There were still a few Lithuanians who 
would still trade with us for a piece of bread or potato. I was still glad I was able to smuggle in and 
out some items, it was a great help to my friends and me. Our room was a sad room to be in, in the 
Ghetto. The little empty bed of my son Jehushua, was standing in the middle of the entryway, there 
were also other beds occupied by different Jewish people. We never fought, in our room with 
anyone, we always acted lived like a family, who were waiting together for the end to come. In my 
room, there was always peace but in other rooms there was always fighting going on. It was no 
wonder that during this time people suffered in extremely harsh conditions. 

Some Lithuanians came into the Ghetto to exchange items with Jews and tried to cheat them, I 
bought a piece of land in the Ginkemy area, and I and my beloved husband Moishe wanted to build 
our home there, and hoped to live there happily ever after. These Lithuanians came to the Ghetto 
with any excuse to see if they could kill us to take over our belongings. 

How much more, how can people survive this punishment. They killed 90% of the Lithuanian Jews 
and the last 10% are in danger of being killed every minute. 

It was easy for the German, Lithuanian; Ukrainian, and Estonians to do whatever they wanted to the 
few Jewish people left in the Ghetto there is no way to fight back or reach their hearts. 

A few have escaped to the forest to join the partisans, God help them, they are trying to pay the 
murders back, my brother in law also went into the forest but, he was afraid they would do 
something to his family so he returned to the Ghetto. 

We are in their hands, we have nothing to fight them with, and there are only women, children and 
old people left. 
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Our neighbors the Lithuanians did not want us to live, they were rejoicing as we died. If we were not 
used as slave labour in the work force, the Lithuanians would already have finished us off sooner. 

As they did in Kovno, young Lithuanians with knives stabbed Jewish religious people, they 
decapitated a rabbi and displayed his head in a nearby church, oh God where is the mercy, what 
have we done to deserve your wrath. Any court judgment would never be this harsh. How these 
Lithuanians were very pleased to wear our clothes, take our homes even wear our children's 
clothing, and take all our wealth for themselves, yesterday they were our best friends, they even 
learnt to speak Yiddish. How is it that even a few surviving Jews is also too much for them? To die 
would be better than to live with constant fear hats all we live with daily. 

The Lithuanian man came to see us, he wanted to know if we had something to trade. He promised 
to give us milk from his cow, I didn't want to give him anything of our meager belongings. I still had 
a good pair of shoes, which I bought in Riga Latvia in 1940 when times were normal. But for some 
reason I offered him 1 pair. I was sure he would come to pick them up, as previous, I was originally 
his landlady, but I was no longer entitled to any money for rent. I never saw him again. 

We were starving but we could still survived, if only they left us alone. There was not much left of 
our belongings to trade. I had a few good things that I lent to the Lithuanians but they told me if I 
came to retrieve them, I would be killed. 

At this stage I am still lucky and with my Moishe. Al lot of other Jewish families are not so blessed. 
Many families here have lost their husbands, children, parents, and other family members it was 
heart breaking to see and I would try to support and help them physically and mentally as best as I 
could. This always gave me pleasure and my beloved Moishe never complained about me helping. 
The winter season is coming and we didn't have a normal life. 

There was a ghetto uprising 5 November 1943 a few of our friends survived. That was when they 
took my son and mother in law. Many were killed in the uprising, many more who tried to hide were 
also killed, of those that ran away, some returned back to the Ghetto, there was no where to run to. 
Life was like living in a cemetery, with half the people being alive and half dead. 

Liquidation to Siauliai Ghetto. 

The fighting is getting closer; the Russians are now chasing the Germans. The Germans are losing 
men and equipment. 

We are feeling better, looking forward to more action from the Red Army, to clear out the Germans 
and to win again, maybe we will survive, but at least if we don't survive, neither will the Germans. 
This is cheering us up a little. We are waiting for more news every hour or better every minute for 
any good news from the front. The moral in the ghetto is rising, even though we are locked in the 
Ghetto we are regaining our will and some strength. We still have no answers. 

Liquidation has started its 1944 

One day a priest Brother Sender, said he hear rumours in the Ghetto that we needed to get ready, 
that we were to be transported, we waited for any news. A few of our people tried to escape, a few 
were shot and some brought back to the Ghetto. It was difficult to make any decisions or plans. 

Two young boys aged between 10 -12 tried to escape through the barbwire fence, they were caught 
and shot. Running away was always a chance. We again waited for the end of our lives to come. 
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The rumours turned to reality, and we got orders to be ready to leave the Ghetto to travel to 
another place. Brother Sender told us whatever we would like to take with us, to bring to his office, 
Our things would be delivered to us. He helped pack the cushions and anything we had that we 
could take. 

In charge of the office was a Mr Parishis, his wife was German and they had 2 children, Hans a son 
and a daughter, Mr. Parishis was the leader of our Ghetto. 

I said to Brother Sender I couldn't believe this was happening. 

We packed a few belongings and even had some milk and a 1/3 of a small bread to take with us on 
or journey. We walked to the front gate. 

We were counted and placed in a line of 5 people across, in a way we were as free as the Lithuanians 
were. We were treated well and allowed to walk on the footpaths instead of the middle of the 
street. 

We moved aside for any transports or wagons using the road. This time we were allowed to be 
together with our families, which was also a treat for us. My father in law Reb Faivel and his son and 
daughters were with us, we felt close again. 

We marched through the city, our belongings were starting to get very too heavy to carry over a long 
distance, so slowly we discarded one parcel at a time. The important thing we carried was our food 
which meant everything to us. 

We marched with our broken sore feet to a destination, not knowing where or how long it would 
take to get there. 

Many of us could not walk much anymore and were helped by others. A few of the stronger people 
supported weaker ones and even helped carried other people. 

My family were lucky we did not have much so, there wasn't much to carry. 

We marched while being supervised by Lithuanian, Latvian, and German SS guards with dogs. You 
could run if you wanted to, but who cares, the main thing was that these murderers were losing the 
war and for us it might be our end but it was their end as well. 

I had small piece of bread and I saw my father in law Reb Faivel, I threw him my piece of bread, he 
picked it up and cried. I tried to cheer him up. 

When the separations were taking place, they also separated women and children in one area and 
single women in another area. 

As we marched, I noticed we were getting close to a train line, with a train waiting there. I realised 
this train was for us. 

The Cattle Wagons 

We placed and transported in these animal cattle wagons. Our guards counted out 50 people to be 
put in each cattle wagon. The only thing I wanted was to be together with my family for the last 
time. At this stage, we tried to get together into the same wagon. 

We were all packed in, it was hard to breath with all the doors closed and no opening windows. 

There were no toilet facilities. We used the wagon floor as our toilet there was nothing else to use. 
There was no food or water. 

The train started to move off, the conditions inside the wagon were terrible, many people stared to 
panic, some people started to faint, there was no fresh air and the wagon soon stared to have a foul 
smell. 

People started to die in our cattle wagon. We made a small space for the dead, and laid one body on 
top of another body. When people died, it made a little extra room for us inside. It was a sad way to 
have extra space. 

During the train trip, the train stopped, and we carried out the dead, and left the bodies of our 
friends beside the train tracks. 

We were guarded by many guards, we were watched continuously no privacy. They wouldn't open 
the wagon door even slightly. 

The lucky ones, were the ones who had died. 
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Siauliai train station 



The type of cattle wagon that took us to Stutthof 
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Being loaded 50 people per wagon 


Welcome to Stutthof 
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The Barracks 
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As we got closer to our destination, we could see many barracks, and different landscapes. We saw 
people with striped uniforms. We were devastated, we knew this is what lay in store for us, but for 
how much longer? We now knew this as Stutthof Concentration Camp. 

They told us to get off the trains, and again we started to march. They brought us to a large empty 
area. They sorted us out again the women to one side and any men that were left were placed in a 
sandy place where they were allowed to sit. 

We came into our barracks with whatever belongings we had, and the clothes on our backs. We can 
sense everything is about to change. There was no toilet inside It was just a large pit in the ground, 
we are now being treated worse than animals. The guards started to search us. A few of us still had 
some things with us, like pictures of our families that were priceless to us. Some still had some gold 
hidden, risking their lives to do so. Many of the prisoners were throwing contraband into the open 
toilet. 

I looked out of the window. I could see the men sitting there, I risked my life, and ran to my husband 
and his father and brother. I was lucky not to be caught. I reached my darling husband and the 
family, my husband by now was very depressed. 

I stayed with them and tried to cheer them up. I disguised myself by putting on a man's hat, I had 
been with them for a couple of hours now, and they told me for my sake to return. I was again lucky 
and returned safely. 

Shavel to Stutthof 
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I travelled by train to Stutthof Concentration Camp 
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All the women from the transport wagons slept on the floor of a barracks. The guards called a roll 
call at 5.00 a.m. in the morning we all stood there for a few hours, and again at night. They did this 
three times a day. 



Taking away our men 

In the morning we saw that the men from our transport were marching out of Stutthof, with them 
was my darling husband Moishe, his brother and the rest of the men from Shavel Ghetto, they also 
picked out a few women to go as well. 


My Moishe and his family were all taken To Dachau Concentration Camp 

where they perished 














The next day they took us to another barrack. It was a large room with three rows of beds close to 
each other. Each row of beds had no mattresses inside just wooden boards to lie on. There was no 
material to cover ourselves. 



Our beds were wooden planks 


We only had one large open pit for our toilet. There were some taps for water, but with all the 
people crowded into these barracks it was extremely difficult to get to the water taps for drinking. 
Every morning there was a roll call. 

We waited in a queue for some coffee and a piece of bread. 

There were daily tragedies, we were always hungry, some women rushed towards the hot coffee 
and were severely burnt, and some of them were just killed. 

We were allowed to stay outside until lunchtime, we looked through the barbwire fences and 
sometimes we were lucky enough to see some of our other friends from other barracks. The 
barbwire was electrified. If touched it, it could kill you. 

Some women from the Shavel Ghetto died on the barbwire on purpose or by accident. 

One day the Guards announced they would take a group of women and unite them with the children 
they took away on 5 November 1943. 

I took a risk and ran over to line of women and children, in the hope of being reunited with my 
Jehushua. I had no idea where they would be taking us. 

Jehushua was taken directly to Auschwitz and murdered there by this time, but I didn't know. 

I was waiting in line for the transport to arrive. 

I friend of mine came towards me, grabbed me and told me to run away, she said it was a lie, the 
transport was heading in the opposite direction and I would be killed, I returned to my group. 
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We were so confused we were risking our lives by not knowing what to do or where to go. Very 
shortly, the transports arrived and took mothers and some children away to be murdered. 

In our group of prisoners we were at least able to survive without constant fighting. 

Twice a day they had roll calls, some days we were beaten constantly. 

We used the same food dish for coffee and food, a little red plastic dish. 

People had no choice and used the dish as their toilet pan at night while we lay on our wooden beds. 
The dishes were dirty, we were not able to wash or clean them, and we suffered from many types of 
diseases including typhus, from lice and bugs or dysentery and other diseases from eating from 
these contaminated dishes. 


Definition of Typhus 

Typhus, also known as typhus fever, is a group of infectious diseases that include epidemic 
typhus, Common symptoms include fever, headache, and a rash. Typically, these begin one 
to two weeks after exposure. They are caused by specific types of bacterial 
infection .Epidemic typhus is due to Rickettsia prowazekii spread by body lice, and fleas . 
Epidemic typhus generally occurs in outbreaks when poor sanitary conditions and 
crowding are present. 


Life was terribly hard we were treated worse than animals. 

My friend heard news that they were looking for healthy women to work as slave labour, on farms 
nearby. My friends and I believed this was a real opportunity to get out of the Concentration Camp. 

The last transport from Siauliai finally arrived. The Ghetto was now totally liquidated of all Jews and 
all the remaining people from Shavel Ghetto were with us. 

They notified us to get ready for work, this could either mean we would be sent straight to our 
deaths at the crematorium, or there would actually be work for us. 

We didn't have much to lose. This life was hard, maybe it work be easier just to die. We were living 
in an area far away from other human beings, there were no people living close by, and no witnesses 
to the horror they were inflicted on us. 

The only things around were long blocks of barracks with electrified wire fences between them. 

Further away lived the SS guards, from where we were, we could see their accommodation, we 
knew they had comfortable lodgings and plenty of everything they needed. 

Again, we stood in line to be counted for work, however this time there really was work. 


Working on a Farm 

An older German couple were looking for slave labour for their farm in ZeifodersKamfen they picked 
me out and other women from our group. 

This distance to their farm was a 3 - 4 hours by train from Stutthof. 

On this farm there was a Ukrainian man, an English prisoner of war soldier, and a Polish girl, we were 
all slaves. We were always locked up wherever we were, I didn't get the same food as the rest. 

The old man was harsh because I was a Jew. 
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I did the same amount of work as the others even though they were stronger than I was. The others 
were luckier, they didn't come from a ghetto or receive the same harsh punishment, lack of sanitary 
facilities and hunger issues that I had. These other prisoners still had their relatives, shelter, clothing 
and food. 

I heard this German couple didn't have any children, I asked my sister Hinde to swap jobs with me I 
hoped the German couple may still have some compassion. 

Hopefully they hadn't noticed I was crying on Friday I was remembering the loss of my child 
Jehushua. 

I got my sister to help on the farm as well. 

I had a better place to stay than my sister Hinde. I slept in a small area of the kitchen and it helped 
keep me clean, I could also get access to some better food. 

My sister Hinde had a terrible German overseer. She was locked up in the evening with the animals, 
in the barn, and freed again in the morning, her food was very bad. 

The first Sunday the Germans went to church, I asked the Polish female slave were they had put my 
sister Hinde, after being told I went to find my sister, while I was looking for her I found a few fruit 
trees. I picked some fruit, I was thrilled I found her and gave her the fruit. I felt guilty because 
somehow, I ended up with her job, and she got mine. I tried to get my sister to swap places she 
refused. 

My sister and I met every Sunday, and I visited her, we had a lot to talk about and at least we were 
happy together in each other's company for once. 

We worked on the farm for 3 months, the work we did consisted of working in the field, picking 
corn, digging up potatoes and washing them, my sister and I did all we were asked to do. 

We didn't communicate with the other workers there, we didn't want to take any risks. 

It was cold working on the farm, and we were very poorly dressed. Our shoes were ripped, we had 
no stockings and ripped dresses. 



Forced Labour 
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Someone anonymously donated some clothing to us. It was a warm dress. A coat and some 
stockings. They didn't dare give it to us directly, so they left it for us one the ground. My sister didn't 
want to accept it. 

I asked for permission to retrieve them and later shared them with my sister Hinde. It was a great 
help for us as it kept us a little warmer when the colder weather came. 

We found out that they were returning us to the concentration camp because the Russians were 
getting closer to Stutthof. 

Then one day the guards came and they took us back to Stutthof concentration camp. 

It was heart breaking after living in clean conditions and having enough food to eat for 3/2 months, 
to be returned to the horrors of Stutthof. All this because we were Jews. In the coat I was given I hid 
a few apples and some onions which I stole, we were put on a train back to Stutthof. 

We I got back to camp I saw some women I remembered from Shavel Ghetto, my heart sank. At this 
time diseases had been prevalent in the camp, Tuberculosis, dysentery, typhus, all the Jewish 
women were ill and infected. Many women died of these diseases. The dysentery was so bad that 
the women would soil their clothing regularly. Other stronger women would try to rush to the toilet 
pits but would be unable to reach it in time. All their clothing was covered in faeces. 

We were put in a barracks with very sick people and the dying. 

We were humans degraded of all dignity and living in a cemetery. 

I noticed a mother with a daughter approximately 16 years old walking together. Their lips had 
turned blue from the cold temperature. I took pity and threw one of my apples to the child. 

The mother grabbed the apple and started eating it, I was furious. I realised they were terribly 
hungry and that there is no mercy when it comes to hunger and survival. I took another apple and 
gave it to the girl. I was left with one last apple. 

One girl from Vilna her name was Sonia, decided to try to see if she could find work for us. 

Somehow, she managed to get to Lager Fuhrer (camp Commander) he was a blond German 
murderer. 

He for some reason listened to her and promised her he would again allow us to work. 

Very soon, we were taken away again from this death camp to another place for work. 

I was sorry to see so many of our friends from the Ghetto in such bad health. 

Stutthof from Barracks to digging ditches in Staboi. 

On our way to work, I was remembering all the people from the past. There was Mrs Shilianski a well 
know lady who had a large shop and manufacturing business, I remembered my dear son and all my 
dear family those killed in 1941 in Lithuania. They are in my heart and I will remember them all my 
life. 

We left the death barracks and were sent to dig ditches. We received another coat and small 
blanket, SS soldiers escorted us from Stutthof we went to a place called Staboi. 

We arrived at Staboi, in the beginning there had been about 16 little round houses, each one 
contained 40 - 50 women, we found some straw and made a blanket. The blankets were small and it 
was now wintertime. We were frozen. People would try to tear a piece off a blanket for themselves 
to try to stay warm. The blanket was continually getting smaller. 

Those people caught tearing the blanket were shot, I luckily managed to join pieces together for 
myself, it was winter and it was freezing cold. 
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When we returned we would crowd tightly together to try to keep as warm as possible through our 
own body heat. 

We managed to sleep with our straw pillows, and blankets. Sometimes we managed to scavenge 
some wood, we had a small oven. We lit a small fire to keep us warm 



Digging Ditches Forced Labour 


The earth was full of ice, we worked hard but it was frozen, but by working hard we managed to 
keep warm. 

I begged my sister to work with us, the winter of 1944 in Staboi was extremely cold. She did help and 
it lifted her spirits a bit. 

Some people finally gave up and froze to death. 

We were guarded by an SS German guard who had lost one arm, he was always overseeing us, he 
was vicious, and would brutally beat the women, some of the women had to be carried back to the 
barracks they were so badly beaten. 

Near our camp many homes were occupied by German families, they saw our plight but paid no 
attention to us. 

Sometimes we discovered planted potatoes buried for the next years crop, some of us tried to dig 
them up and steal them, but as we dug these potatoes up, if we were caught we would be beaten, 
there was a vicious female SS guard who was more brutal than her male counterparts that would 
vicious beat us. One day the female SS Guard discovered a woman digging for potatoes the poor 
woman was badly beaten by her. 

The woman prisoner was ill for a long time, but was still dragged to work and then dragged back to 
camp. 

They brought out a new rule that we needed to dig ditches VA meters deep and VA meters wide 
each day. It didn't take long to dig, it was for the towns ditches. It rained heavily all day long, and we 
returned to camp totally soaked, we laid down with our wet clothes on, and slept in them all night 
till morning. Our clothing was still wet in the morning. It was still raining the following day as well, it 
was unbelievable how we were meant to survive through this. 


My sister Hinde got sick with typhus and defecated at the back of a shed near to the camp. 

The Guards made an area available to be used by the prisoners who were sick, no one used it for 
fear of being killed. 
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The weather got worse and more people became sick with typhus, there was no medicine or medical 
assistance. We had our own people who were nurses before they were taken prisoner but this 
wasn't much help. 

I tried not to eat too much of the food I received for the next two weeks, so I could save some, and 
give the rest of it to my sister to try to help her survive. 

It was hard not eating much and working all day to come back again hungry. 

We got back one day to find that the hospital we had set up was gone, and so were all the sick 
women. 

Nobody knew where they had been taken or what would happen to them. 

I cried for most of the time I was in Staboi. 

Please tell the executioner that I had only my sister left, all of my family were now gone and she was 
now gone as well, I didn't want to live any longer. 

All my friends in the camp at Staboi looked after me and cared for me, they watched me closely and 
gave me enough strength to carry on. 

Again, the Russian Army is advancing and getting closer to us again. The Wehrmacht SS again took us 
away from the camp. 

The March Begins 

The Wehrmacht were on horses, they moved very quickly, and we had to keep up to them. We 
walked about 35 Kilometres a day, when it got dark they let us rest on the ground. We were 
exhausted as soon as we lay down we fell asleep. We got the order to move again, we realised we 
have been lying in snow and were stuck to the ground. The ground was wet and we stood up with 
ice pieces were attached, and we walked again. 

It was unbelievable how undernourished women with no warm clothing, no shoes no food could 
survive this type of punishment. 

Many women perished on this march. We marched like soldiers would have marched in a normal 
time, but this wasn't a normal time. The SS made us sign as we marched. I had a favourite song I 
sang in Yiddish. 

I wanted to die, but my friends refused to let me. They dragged me, cheered me up and helped give 
me the courage to survive. 

They were certain that the sick women from camp and the sick ones that were taken away were still 
alive. They told me to keep up my hope for a few more days and their help and support, kept me 
going. 

We marched for three days and rested at night, in the end they brought us back to Stutthof 
Concentration Camp. 

My Sister is Alive 

We walked back into the camp, I could only think about losing my sister Hinde. As we were walking 
past a barrack, I saw Mrs Rozmoutis, they used to have a leather goods store in Shavel, their son 
married their housekeeper, he married outside our religion it was not accepted to marry out. 

When the Nazis came to Lithuania, the Lithuanians moved her entire family into the Ghetto as well., 
even though they weren't Jewish. 
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On the 5 November 1943 when our beloved children were taken away, so were her two children. 
Even though she came from a non-Jewish family, she was unable to save her own children. I could 
understand her grief; I also tried to save my child. 

When I saw Mrs Rozmoutis I communicated to her by pointing my finger, she answered and showed 
me where my sister Hinde was. 

I left the path and walked away from the other prisoners, I took a great risk, and ran to the barracks 
and on the 3 rd bed, I found my sister Hinde, whatever food I had saved I gave her, I told her to get 
ready and we would join my group of prisoners in my barracks, and we will be together again, maybe 
forever. 

I couldn't believe this happened was it real or a dream? I hoped that my dear husband and maybe 
my son were also still alive. I was so happy to see my sister, my spirits were uplifted and I was 
neither tired nor hungry. 

We later discovered that the crematorium had stopped working, and they weren't incinerating 
people any more. We learnt they stopped cremating people because the Russian Army was getting 
closer. This meant than any sick or injured women who were brought back from Staboi were kept in 
the barracks instead of being killed and cremated. 

No one was given any medical support. They cremated many people, there wasn't that many 
Lithuanian women left alive my now. A few doctors and nurses survived but were too scared to 
reveal what their occupation was. 

All kinds of rumours were now going around the camp; we just wanted to know what tomorrow 
would bring. In Stutthof I remember a Kapo, a Russian woman, called CHALAVA. 

KAPO 

A kapo or prisoner functionary was a prisoner in a Nazi concentration camp who was assigned by 
the SS guards to supervise forced labor or carry out administrative tasks. Also called "prisoner self¬ 
administration", the prisoner functionary system minimized costs by allowing camps to function 
with fewer SS personnel. The system was designed to turn victim against victim, as the prisoner 
functionaries were pitted against their fellow prisoners in order to maintain the favor of their SS 
overseers. If they were derelict, they would be returned to the status of ordinary prisoners and be 
subject to other kapos. 

She was rough and gave out punishments to other prisoners. There was also a Polish man called Max 
who took pleasure in beating and killing Jewish women, each day he would pick out older Jewish 
women and beat them to death. 

Every day Jewish women died of either, hunger, disease, coldness or beatings, we only had on thin 
clothing and shoes and very seldom did we have any underwear. 

Our Daily Food Rations 

In the mornings sometimes, we had a small piece of bread about 2 grams and sometimes a small 
amount of marmalade % of a spoon or a small portion of margarine. This was only available on rare 
occasions, and a watery soup for lunch. 

The camp had very little people left it was like a cemetery. We had lost all hope, we were living with 
empty stomachs and very little clothing. 
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I would pass by the dead, who were covered with dirty black sheets. I would look to see if I 
recognised any of them. I would think how lucky they are, to finally be at peace. 

We knew something was coming but didn't know whether it would be worse than what we were 
experiencing now. 

There were also Polish and Russian prisoners in our camp, they were with us as well. 

There was a Polish army soldier who brought us our water soup lunch, his colleges also beat him. We 
also had a woman who had been with us through the Ghetto and the camps, her job was to sort out 
the gold and valuables and neatly place them on the ground in a special basket. 

Our genitals were searched for any hidden valuables; we were beaten then thrown outside. They 
gave tall women short clothes and short women large clothes. 

It was worth a lot for a short person to have this extra material; some women made underwear and 
even a scarf or a hat. Most of the women had their hair cut off. We all looked shocking. 

My dream was to survive and see the end of Nazism. 

I was lucky at least my sister survived. 



This is how we looked 


Women from other countries 

Three times we went out and came back to Stutthof, each time there were women from different 
countries, like Hungary, Poland, Latvia, and Czechoslovakia. As the war was slowly being lost by the 
Germans, we also had women brought into Stutthof from the Auschwitz Concentration Camp. 
Sadly, each of the different countries woman could not communicate with the others due to 
language barriers. The Hungarian women only spoke Hungarian. 


In 1944 when we were brought back to our barracks it was filled with Czechoslovakian women who 
that Kapo took 3 out for punishment 2 of them were sisters. It was sad the Kapo was told to pick 
some people out, they had no choice. 
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They were also very ruthless and kept the women on their knees with their hands behind their 
backs, as they poured cold water over them during the winter period, this was the type of 
punishment we faced. 

It was unbelievable that such a sophisticated and forward nation like Germany could inflict such 
tortures and horrors and punishment on our Jewish Nation, and no one seemed to know or care 
what was happening to us. 

Roll calls in winter, were extremely hard we stood there for 2 hours in the cold and again there were 
roll calls in the evening. 

The S.S Women, who were warmly dressed, were vicious animals, they enjoyed beating up the poor 
women here, giving out punishment or even hanging women on trees, 

I think the Spanish Inquisition was easier than this. I was still lucky to survive to this stage. I was 
beaten twice; I was hit in the face by a Nazi male and had a swollen face for a few weeks. The second 
time I was beaten was by an SS Guard who hit me over the head with his rifle butt. The rifle butt 
broke and my head was split open, with blood pouring out, the blood felt warm, my sister grabbed a 
piece of material from her dirty dress and made a bandage for my wound, this time I thought I was 
finished and was happy to die. 

At least when we weren't being watched, we could give each other support and try to help each 
other as best as possible. I survived with no medication from my injuries even wearing the dirty 
bandages. It was a miracle I didn't get a serious infection. 

We all asked God what we had done to be put through this torment and punishment, why were 
made to suffer so badly, what did our children do wrong, or our Rabbi's what was their crime? 

We found we had no friends or nations that would help us in our time of need. 

I remembered how once I was happily married to Moishe, how I loved my family, and his family, we 
never had any enemies neither Jewish nor Lithuanian, I was always accepted by all people where 
ever I was. 

How life had suddenly changed to punishment, pain, hopelessness, and death 
When I think I had a home, furniture, a bed to sleep in a table to eat from, good food and freedom, 
even a child that came into my life, to have been able to visit friends and have them visit me, it was 
all gone. 

There was nothing left, only one dress, and an unwashed and a dirty red plate. 

My shoes are now nearly worn out and at times, I am barefoot. 

We run around like demented people. 

We could return to a normal mental state if times changed, there is still hope for the future. I 
remember I was so well dressed, so was our nation, now there is only suffering. 

The war is raging between Russia and Germany, but I can only see the suffering of my nation. 

Oh God where are you, please show us how to live or die. 


My Thoughts and Memories 

There is a lot less prisoners in Stutthof now, many have died and many have been sent to the 
crematorium. 

We now heard of Auschwitz because we are getting prisoners from there, they are telling us their 
own horrifying stories and experiences. 

We have been placed in a large barracks between the SS guards barracks and the crematorium. 
We are anxiously awaiting for something the happen. Things are getting quieter and we are being 
beaten and punished less. 

We are sleeping on the wooden floor of the barracks now. There is more room now because more 
women have died. 
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I wish we could have more prisoners here, that way, I could at least see that more people are still 
alive. It's not possible that they all died. There were 98,800 people here six months ago. 

We are hearing more rumours that the Russians are getting closer and closer to Stutthof. 

We were worried the Germans would again take us away, not knowing where to or when. 

I am sure now that the German soldiers would have been happier working in jobs and not being in 
their German Army. 

The Germans have now lost the safety of being in their army. We were suddenly given apples, 
onions and more bread one day. 

We thought they are getting ready to march again, we were panicking but no matter what, we were 
ready to do as we were told. 

We are still their slaves, and they can do whatever they want with us and to us. 

We gathered bandages from dirty rags for those who might need them. 

We still didn't have food, work or sanitary conditions. The Germans still had these, they were 
privileged. 

I am glad I managed to survive with my sister and wasn't separated from her, we could share all the 
horrors and understand everything we went through. 

One nurse had many packs to carry, and offered me some bread to help her carry them. I happily 
accepted her offer, at least I would have a bit more food. 

We got a small piece of bread to share and another piece of bread for helping carry the packages. In 
the package was the uniform she had worn when she was a nurse. The package wasn't heavy. 

I was very thin now and I needed to take care of my sister, who was still suffering from Typhus. I 
made a package for her. 

As we were getting ready for the transports, a saw a few Jewish women and Dr. Kaplan from Krakow 
who was one of the privileged survivors of Stutthof, he was working and taking care and helping 
those in slightly better shape to survive. The doctors and nurses were also suffering from Typhus, 
but they had warmer better clothes to wear. 

There were what we called the privileged ones, they were the ones who had better luck, than the 
rest, they were also better dressed and few even had some gold in their possession. They had an 
easier life than most of us, they were given good jobs, better sleeping facilities and were not as 
hungry as the rest of us. 

As we marched, the privileged one's were in the front rank of our group. I was carrying a larger load, 
I had the extra bread the nurse from Kovno's package and also tried to support my sister in this 
march. 

Our Final Death March 
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The SS picked out between 5500 - 6000 women. There was a mix if Hungarian, Latvian, Lithuanian 
and other the women and we were all led by SS Guards. 

We started to march out of Stutthof not knowing where we were going. 

We left Stutthof this was our final death march. 

We were given orders by the SS Guards to march and sing. We sang the partisan song below. 

We knew of girls from the Vilner Ghetto who made an uprising they got some ammunition, they 
didn't tell anyone but while they were being taken away, they would pretend to faint, and managed 
to escape to the forests to be united with the partisans. 


Death March Song 

Michel and the other prisoners used to sing this song on their death marches. 

ZOG NISHT KEINMOL AS DU GEIST THEM LESTEN WEIG, HIMEL BLEIENE 
FERSHTELEN HELE TEG CUMEN WET NOCH UNSER AUGEBEINGTER SHORE ES 
WET A CLAPTON UNSER POIK MIR SENEN DO. 

English Translation of this song below:- 

Miriam Schlesinger English translation 

Never say the final journey is at hand 
Never say we will not meet the Promised Land, 

The longed-for hour shall come, oh never fear! 

Our tread drums forth the tidings - we are here! 

From land of palm-tree to the far-off land of snow, 

We shall be coming with our tonnent and our woe. 

And everywhere our blood has sunk into the earth, 

Shall our bravery, our vigour blossom forth! 

We’ll have the morning sun to set our day aglow, 

And all our yesterdays shall vanish with the foe, 

And if the time is long before the sun appears, 

Then let this song go like a signal through the years. 

This song was written with our blood and not with lead; 

It’s not a song that birds sing overhead, 

It was a people, among toppling barricades, 

That sang this song of ours with pistols and grenades. 

So never say that there is only death for you. 

Leaden skies may be concealing days of blue - 
Because the hour we have hungered for is near; 

Beneath our tread the earth shall tremble: We are here! 

I have attached a link below to the song, and there will be a copy on the 
accompanying disc in the book. 

https://www.voutube.com/watch?v=sMkPo2RGK28 
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Our Final Death March (Cont....) 


It was between the end of December 1944 and the New Year of 1945. The first day of the march I 
was happy to have my sister Hinde with me, all my family were gone, she was the only thing left in 
my life. I had some extra bread with me because I was carrying the parcels, it was enough for about 
2 days, after that we would see what was available. 

Each day we marched 30 - 35 Kilometres, and in the evening we were placed anywhere, sometimes 
there were stables along the way, which we slept in with the animals. We didn't know where we 
were, but at least sleeping with the animals was better than anywhere we slept before. 

In the morning we would start to march again, we weren't given any food, I kept what bread I had 
for my sister, she was still suffering from typhus and had a temperature, I kept her going with me. 

The parcel was now getting heavier as we marched, the nurse who the parcels belonged to also got 
sick, and she didn't care about them anymore. 

In one of the stables we slept in, I saw a German woman bringing in food for her chickens, when she 
left, I grabbed all the chicken food and shared it with the other girls in the barn. Finding food or 
having something to eat was a big problem. I made sure both I and Hinde got some food first. 
Anything left over I shared with the other women. We melted snow to get water to drink. 

If anyone disobeyed or fell behind in the march they were shot on the spot. We marched for many 
days and nights. The German SS changed the guards continuously, sometimes they had Latvian or 
Hungarian people guarding us. The Guards were on horses or in wagons, they would put us in stables 
at night, At least I could sleep on the hay. 

One night while I lay on the hay I found a soldier's dish, I carried it with me, and next day I stole 
some milk, I shared it with the other girls. If anyone got sick they were immediately shot. We started 
losing our friends, some could not walk anymore and we, sadly as a group, were getting less and less 
in number. 

If the Guards caught us picking up any snow we would be shot immediately. 

Oh God we kept walking. Our situation was getting worse, we were starving and thirsty. 

Along the way sometimes people would give us some bread, 

The first woman in line who received the bread, was attacked by the rest of the group who were 
starving and also tried to take a piece of that bread. 

They were near a fence as a fight broke out, the fence was broken during the fight, the SS guards 
came over and beat the women over their heads with their rifle butts. 

Over 100 women were killed, it was tragic. 

I hadn't join the fight for bread, but instead looked at how to survive and also continued to help my 
sister. 

Coping with hunger was hard, some women paid for trying to find food with their lives. 

Both Hinde and I were also suffering, and tried to hang on a little longer. Maybe there is still a 
tomorrow for us. 

The SS kept moving us forward, more women were dying. We knew we were being punished only 
because we were Jewish, the chosen people. 

Animals - dogs, cats, chickens and other animals were free , they weren't dragged along, or starved 
or beaten. 

We marched for nearly a week, we had no change of clothing. Our clothing was tattered and ripped 
we had no shoes and walked in bare feet. 
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While passing a small city we saw many Germans on horses, running for their lives, at least this gave 
us some satisfaction. 

My girlfriend Mina Levin from Birzai, found a sac with shoes. She was bare footed and took a pair for 
herself and then also offered me a pair of shoes, I had a small foot about size 34,1 didn't have any 
stockings and not much clothing left, I thought it would be better to be barefoot in the snow during 
winter than to risk being caught with good shoes. 

The Corn 

I remember a woman survivor from Kovno in Lithuania, telling me she saw three bags of corn in the 
stable were we stayed at, one night, she wanted one bag, and would give the rest to me if I 
retrieved them. 

If I got the corn I would carried it with me through the death march. My friends on this death march 
came from Hungary, Poland, Czechoslovakia, and Lithuania, they were all my comrades and friends. 

I went to the stable to retrieved the corn, there were some Hungarian women there, I told them that 
someone had left a parcel for me, I retrieved the parcel, however if I was caught I would pay for it 
with my life. 

I gave one parcel to the girl that told me about the corn, she was on the march with her mother. The 
second parcel I gave to three other girls and the third parcel I kept. I still had some bread which I 
kept for my sister Hinde. The three bags of corn came straight from the corn field. I ate the corn not 
knowing what the danger would be. 

I was hungry and ate all the corn from my parcel. 

In the stable, the corn started to react with my stomach, there was no liquid in my stomach or 
system to help digest and push this food through. 

O God the pain started in my stomach as the corn started to expand. The pain increased, while I was 
resting it was bearable, but when we started to move again it got worse. 

I am walking but the pain is excruciating, I begged my sister to go ahead and leave me 
Whatever would happen, would happen. My sister refused to leave me. 

I begged the Guards to shoot me, they laughed at me a said " we wouldn't waste a bullet on you", 
again they beat me with their rifle butts, one of the guards hit me about the head and his rifle broke. 
Again warm blood ran down my head and face, my sister ran over to me and took out the uniform 
and other materials from the bag I carried and made bandages which she put on me. Hinde told me 
"you must go on" Mina and my sister dragged me along and cared for me. 

Thanks to the bandages I finally stopped bleeding. It was evening I was exhausted. 

We arrived at a church, thank God I could finally rest. I still had a terrible pain in my stomach as well 
as the massive pain in my head. 

I don't know how, but my sister managed to get a pain relief table and gave it to me, it did help. 

After the rest in the church I slowly regained a little bit of strength 

We heard the Russian Army had broken through at the front. 

I could again march with the group but was slower than the rest and was still in a lot of pain and 
discomfort. 

Every day we suffered more losses of woman from starvation, cold and shootings. I still walked with 
no shoes, the stomach pain was unbearable. The marching made me feel a little better We weren't 
allowed to speak to anyone or even to other members in our group, these were the SS orders to 
disobey meant death. 
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SS Confusion Surrounded by Russians 


The SS are no longer shooting us, we can see they are confused, every day they are dragging us back 
from where we came. At this stage the Russians have taken over part of the roads, We are 
continually changing directions. They are still beating us. 

The other day an American girl tried to leave our group and find a place to hide, or to get some food. 
She was recaptured by the Germans, she was beaten to death. Sadly her shoes fitted me and at least 
I could wear them. 

I still don't know how I managed to walk through snow and not freeze my own feet. 

We were still wearing the same clothes day and night. 

Very seldom did we have any food, we were all starving. 

Finally I had a bowel movement, and continued to had to run and hide to have more bowel 
movements. 

When someone died it was a distraction and I could use my bowels. 


The Stables 

We arrived at a large stable, it was divided into 3 parts:- 

In the first part they placed the strongest women. The second part they placed the sick women, and 
the last part was left for very sick and dying women. 

I went straight to the third part. I was finished I had no will or strength to continue. It was peaceful 
here, a good place to die. It had soft straw to lay on, I was also ill and had Typhus and a temperature, 
I lay down, I couldn't move. 

Hinde was worried about me and searched for me, she found me and begged me to leave this place 
and stay with her in the first part of the stables. 

She started to cry, and begged me "please don't give up, the time is getting closer to the day we will 
be free again. She said " for sure Moishe is still alive, and maybe the baby too" She dragged me away 
from the dead and took me to the first part of the stable with her. 

There was more straw there and again I laid down. My temperature was getting better and we even 
managed to find a few potatoes. 

Hinde brought me some potatoes but I was totally depressed and didn't want to eat. Hinde also stole 
some snow, from outside and brought it to me I took a sip. It was very crowded in this section and it 
was worse laying down with so many women. 

We were wretches living in the same unwashed clothing, no toilet facilities, everyone was defecating 
and urinating in the straw. There was lice on everyone and everywhere. 

The women formed a work brigade to take out the dead, they were put behind the stables, while 
they were taking out the bodies, they also searched for potatoes or food for the living to eat. 

Hinde cared for me. I was put in the middle of the stable to try to keep me warm. 

The weather was freezing cold, and those poor women who had to sleep near the stable doors, froze 
to death. 

I remember a young girl whose name was Edelstein, her friend, her daughter and her mother, and 
many more women froze to death in these stables. 

The stable was in the middle of a large field we were surrounded by Germans. We couldn't leave or 
escape anywhere. 

Hinde and Tanya Zilinski decided one night to try and escape, and maybe find people that would 
help us. 
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Tania's mother was also with us, the group we were in had slightly more strength than the rest. 

There were also many sick women in our group, women moved around to change places for more 
comfort. We had a terrible problem with the lice, they were everywhere and were biting us 
continually. 

Hinde and Tanya, returned a few hours later, they found their way in the darkness, they returned 
hoping no one had noticed they were gone, they brought back food, they were terrified if anyone 
knew they had food they would have been beaten and killed. 

Thank God they returned alive. Without Hinde's help I wouldn't have survived to this stage. 

The Milk 

I heard some of the women talking about a bottle of milk. I thought if I could have a drink of milk 
some of my strength might return. I didn't want to beg them for some milk, as Tanya's mother was 
also very sick, and they had to share it, as best as possible. 

The straw was flattened out now from all of us laying on it, and we were virtually now laying on the 
dirt in the stable. I felt this hard object under me when I checked what it was, I discovered it was a 
bottle of milk. 

Tanya's mother drank the milk and fell asleep, the bottle rolled over to me, there wasn't much left, I 
drank the last amount, it helped me a lot. 

Each day we received three cooked potatoes, I slowly started to eat again, but we still lived in filth, 
with our filthy cloths full of lice. 

I am remembering the time from 1945 and what my nation lived through, many women struggled to 
survive and lost the battle to live. 

I put the bottle back next to Mrs Zilinski. My sister Hinde and Tanya were sharing everything 
together they had some bread and other things and then my sister asked Tania about the milk. Tania 
said she gave the bottle to her mother, Hinde insisted that they also share the milk with me. 

They were totally shocked and disappointed when they found the bottle was empty. I was very sick 
at that time and I didn't want to tell them that I found the bottle and drank the last part. 

I didn't want to be fussed over. I kept this secret till today. 

I think sometimes I am alive thanks to the Zilinski's. They used to be hairdressers who had a saloon 
in Tiler Street Siauliai. 

The small share of the milk I got gave me the strength to keep going. 

Hinde was an extremely spotless person who always tried to keep herself clean, she even cleaned 
and removed the lice from her hair. 

She started to regain her strength. I was still very sick and lay on the stable floor with other dying 
women. 

Sometimes a wagon of cooked potatoes would come by, but not that often. 

The group of people assigned as the death brigade were constantly removed bodies, they were fed 
more regularly to keep up their stregth. 

I was extremely hungry and wanted to get some food. I noticed they were peeling the cooked 
potatoes, I begged them to atleast give me the peelings from the potatoes. 

It tasted great. I truly wished there was more available. 

Our group of women was again getting less and less as more women died. 

When Hinde got some food, she would bring it to me. 
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My Gold Watch 



I have a small gold portion of a watch hidden with me all this time, which I could exchange for a 
piece of bread. 

It was my last souvenir from the past and the only thing of value I had left. I hid it in a small pocket I 
made and also in my shoes, when my shoes were worn out I put it back in my pocket, I kept if for 
both myself and Hinde as a last trading piece. 

I remember one night hearing a woman in our stable saying " The time is getting closer for us to be 
free we must try to survive", "please let's all be calm and wait for more good news to arrive". 

There were still a few strong willed women left with us in the stables, but the majority were nearly 
finished. 

I was tired. I didn't believe we had any chance of living any more. I lay down and waited for my 
death to come. 


The SS Guards have run away 

I was lying down, half asleep and half awake. The stronger women in our group went outside, and 
rushed back in and said "the SS Nazi murderers are all gone, we are no longer guarded by anyone!" 
Something has changed for us, something good. 

O God give please give us strength, we need your help at this time. It is near the end of our lives but 
not for me, not any more. 

Hinde came to my side and said stand up and let's go, look at the other women already running 
away. 

Hinde didn't go, she stayed and watched over me, Then a woman I knew Mina Galvadiski - Leibovitz 
and another survivor picked me up and each held me and dragged me out of the stables into the 
field. It was cold outside and the cold weather woke me up a bit more. 

My eyes were nearly closed but as I looked, I saw birds flying free, my friends were still dragging me 
forward. I was tired, I asked them to please let me die, you are both still strong and can survive 
easier without dragging me. However, they insisted and just kept dragging me forward. 


I could see army units passing by I thought they might be Russian Soldiers, I saw a Russian soldier on 
a horse, I fell under the horse's feet and screamed and screamed and thanked him and Stalin and 
bless them. I kissed the feet of the horse. 
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Is it possible that I was so close to death and all of a sudden, I am here, at the horse's feet and have 
already forgotten how sick I am and now? I had a new will to live. 

I only wanted to see the end of Hitlerism and the Nazi's. 

My prayers and wishes have come true I am alive and there is an end to our punishments, the 
burnings in the crematorium that worked all day and night. 

Women who died of hunger, beatings, typhus, dysentery, tuberculosis and other terrible diseases, 
families broken apart, killed, children taken away and children left as orphans with no one to care 
for them. 

Entire cities with their Jewish populations liquidated and murdered the pain of survival had yet to 
be finished. 

My health wasn't the best, but the cold atmosphere outside woke me up again. 

The Farm House Freedom 

These wonderful women dragged me to the nearby farmhouse, there was a sofa inside and they sat 
me down on it. 

I couldn't believe what I was seeing was it real? The German farmers had run away leaving 
everything behind. 

The women ran through the entire house, there was clean clothes, and plenty of food. The rest of 
the women ran around wildly, I moved around slowly. 

I went outside and saw German woman and a small blonde girl, my wish was to kill them both, and 
make this German girl suffer like our children suffered, but in my heart, I couldn't hurt anyone. 

I went back inside to search for anything, food, clothing or anything of value. I went back into the 
kitchen, I looked in every corner and found a bottle, I thought It was wine. 

My mind was finally working again. I broke the top off the bottle and took a drink, it was wine! I felt 
much better, it was what I wanted, a few other women passed by, I offered them a drink of the wine 
and they each had a drink. 

I asked Mina and Ethel to let me be, they answered that because I had been a saviour to so many 
people in the Ghetto, and to everyone we will leave you alone, when you are able to look after 
yourself. 

More women are coming inside and sitting down with us. 

As we were sitting on the sofa, a group of Russian Soldiers also came in looking for anything they 
could take. As I could speak Russian I asked them if they had any wine or milk, they only had pork to 
offer, it wasn't something I would eat. 

The fighting between the Germans and the Russians continued but at least this spot was in Russian 
hands. The German population has deserted all their homes and farms around this area. No one 
knew what was happening. 

Hinde ran to look around the farm house she gather food and clothing and then she found me and 
we were reunited again. 

She found a room for us to stay in with four other women that were from Vilna in Lithuania. 

There was Henke and her sister and others. For me I already had a bed, pillows, blankets, life 
seemed to be returning to some normality. 

Hinde insisted that I throw away my tattered clothing full of lice, she washed me and prepared clean 
clothing for me and her. I was now NORMAL AGAIN. 
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Hinde came back with a chicken and cooked it. I couldn't believe my eyes, real soup and a piece of 
chicken! Was this real? I nearly died and now I have my freedom and food? 

We were wondering could we go back home? Is there anyone still alive at home? 

This is what happened to us from 1941 to today. Its hard to believe. 

I slept a full day and night, I was still very sick. I still had a temperature. It is great to be alive and to 
finally reach the end of this nightmare. We were the true hero's of life. 

We were no longer just Jews but now we were human beings part of the world again. We no longer 
had to wear the yellow Star of David on our clothes. We could walk wherever we wanted, not just in 
the middle of the road. 

There was no more Ghetto's but only normal life. I was feeling a little better now and wanted to go 
back to Lithuania to see what was left. 

Let the Lithuanians see us again, those brutal murderers, We can tell the world, we are witnesses to 
your murders. We know you killed our mothers, fathers, brothers, sisters, and children brutally. 

You pretended to be our friends, so we thought. The Lithuanians even opened the grave sites and 
tried to burn the bodies and destroy any of the evidence. 

We the remaining Jewish Lithuanians are few in number but we are alive and able to tell, all we saw 
and experienced. You took our parents, our families our children our friends and the rest of the 
Jewish Lithuanians to cities to be shot, and murdered. You stole our homes, our belongings, our 
lives, our freedom. 

Yes I'm alive and I will do everything in my power to see that justice is done to the people who killed 
90% of our Lithuanian Jewish population. We were killed only because we were defenceless and 
Jewish. 

The Hospital 

My health isn't the best, I'm now in a Russian hospital. The Russians have taken over and established 
a hospital for the sick, I am one of the first to be admitted. They captured a large building with many 
beds and they checked our health. Those that were very sick were admitted straight away. They took 
50 - 60 women from our group, young women, girls, they gave us some medicine to take. There was 
a Doctor from Kiev who told us, that she was also Jewish and that the Nazis grabbed her daughter, 
and cut her up into pieces. They were made to witness her death. 

She would never forget or forgive them she would always remember her daughter's execution. 

She will remember all the executions the Nazis did to Russian Jews. 

Hinde god bless her brought some biscuits and other food for me. I was in this hospital for a few 
more days. While in the hospital, I noticed all the windows were broken due to the war. 

I must had though I died, they placed me in a pale of cold water and put a sheet over my head. I was 
sitting there for quite a while and was shivering, suddenly I realized I was alone, I screamed but no 
one came. I climbed out of the pale and off the table and walked outside away from the dead to a 
new life. 

Those of us who lacked power or Chutzpah didn't survive, many more would had survived if they 
hadn't lost their will to live, it wasn't hard to lose you will to live, it was hard to keep it. 

Although the war was still continued, we did get good treatment in the Russian Hospital, better 
food, milk, some of us still had temperatures, and ran around delusional, it was sad to see so few 
women had survived, we were all so weak, they had broken our health and destroyed us mentally. 
We would never be the same again. 

Our total family existence has been destroyed, we lost everything we had and cherished including 
our way of life. 
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There were many cities and towns totally decimated and destroyed forever, like my town TRAUPIS, 
RAGUVA, KOVARSKAS, TAUJENA, ANIKSCIAI, TAURAGE, BIRZAI, PANEVEZYS, UKMERGE, KAUNAS, 
SIAULIA, and many more towns that we all lived in, that now have no names and no memories. 

Lying across from my bed are two sisters from Lodz Poland, they have a very high temperature, one 
of them is in a bad way she keeps fighting and does know what to do, she is delusional, she was 
taken away to another room. 

At least the care here is better, The Doctor has help from German women, who are made to look 
after us. 

It's good to see that they are making the German women slaves as well and making them work hard 
like they did to us. The two sisters are very young and one of them has a very bad case of Typhus, 
but at least we can get some help here. 

We are in real beds here. One sister was given injections, the girls were afraid of the injections, so 
the stronger one of the two put her arm out to take it. We noticed it and told the Doctor what was 
happening. This time they injected the right sister. 

I was getting better and Hinde was still bringing me food and biscuits. I gave some of the food to the 
other girls. We were aged between 15 - 30 years old. The fifteen-year-old girls were large and 
healthy and that helped them survive. 

One day Hinde came and took me out of the hospital and I came to stay with her and other girls 
from Vilna. 

There was Hena and her sister, they used to walk around the countryside shopping for food, as the 
Germans had runaway, from their homes and left everything behind there were cows, chickens, and 
many other things we didn't have since 1941. 

They milked the cows and killed the chickens we had milk and chicken soup, it was easier to live 
now, and to sleep in a normal bed with no more lice and no dirty clothing to wear. 

We still need God to help us we have been here a few weeks and the war is still continuing. It is still 
dangerous being with the Russians, We asked them if they could organise to get us out of the area. 

The Wagon Back Home 

They arranged a German man to take us in his wagon back home. There was enough straw in the 
wagon. I wasn't able to lay down too much as I still wasn't well enough. 

I went with the Vilna girls Mina Levin from Birzai all of us travelling to the station to go back home, 
We didn't know what was left or who would be left. I was getting chest pains, but I kept on going. 
We were sitting down in wagons and we didn't need to pay anyone for this privilege. 

I was lucky, I wondered who else in my family may have been so lucky, could Moishe or Jehushua 
been lucky and survived, or even my dear parents, my sister Chaja and her family? 

We are rushing back to Lithuania, back to my home in Siauliai. It is far and there is still danger along 
the way, we are anxious to see who is left alive. 

My health is returning but I am skin and bone I weight only 50 pounds, but mentally I am back to 
normal. 

We took with extra food we even had white bread, we hadn't seen white bread for years. There was 
no problem getting to the station. 

At The Station 

At the station my sister Hinde and I met more Jewish people who were travelling with us trying to 
reach their homes. There were also Germans at the station who were in a state of shock and 
confusion. 
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We met some Germans at the station who had a little girl about 6 years old with them. They had no 
food with them. A man I knew who used to work at the Frankels shoe leather factory, Mr Katz took a 
piece of white bread and gave it to the little girl. I was very angry with him for helping them, I did 
and will always remember that day the 5th of November 1943, how all our children suffered in the 
Ghetto, How the Nazi's kidnapped all our children and placed them in big black trucks, and how 
terrible the treatment of our people was on that day. 

Maybe this girl's father was one of the people that kidnapped and transported our people. 

I could not show any mercy for these people the cowards they were then and are now. 

God paid them back. I have no mercy for these or the Lithuanians that made people dig their own 
graves and them murdered them. 

These people who sought to trade with us, take our goods and then kill us, to take our gold teeth, 
homes, clothing of our families in Raguva and in Kauchius, these people were highly educated, they 
thought they could kill us all, and get away with it. 

It the Lithuanians had been able to finish off all the people in the Ghettos maybe they might have 
been able to get away with their destruction. We were lucky they needed slave labour, because of 
this we were able to survive longer. 

The Lithuanians and the SS used us as hostages when they started running away from the Russian 
Army. Again, we were worth something as hostages they thought. 

They hoped we would all die but we didn't, we survived all the punishment and lived to tell the 
story. The Lithuanians and Germans were convinced that things were going so well with the war 
from 1941 -1944. 

In the end they would lose everything they had. By 1945 the army was deserting and through the 
total destruction there wasn't anything left for them either. 


The Trip Back 

I am on the train again with my sister Hinde, and I have become sicker, We came across a small 
town, there was a Russian Hospital there. 

I arrived inside to see if they could get some help, they gave me some medicine and prescribed 
better food, and sent me on my way. 

We went back to the train, I'm still not feeling normal, but it was war time, wherever we travelled 
there was peace. It was March 1945, it us took a few months to reach Poland. 

Travelling was hard, the weather was bad, there wasn't much food and there was no place to rest 
especially for someone whose body was weak. My health got worse. I was looking forward to a good 
rest. 

My sister Hinde again cared for me. We arrived at Lodz in Poland. The country was at last free. 

The Americans had set up a Jewish Committee to help the survivors of the concentration camps. 

They gave us bread, dried milk, margarine or marmalade, we had to queue for our rations it took a 
while to get, and the area was cramped, and had limited space. As sufferers of the war, we were 
happy to have anything that we could get. 

Again, we slept on floors with no toilet facilities, we didn't have much clothing with us, those that 
were stronger helped the weaker ones. 
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The stronger ones found their way back to Lithuania quicker. The Russians also used the stronger 
women to catch the stray animals to be sent back to Russia. When the women complained they 
were told that previous they worked for the Germans and now they would work for the Russians. 

We got a message that said don't go back home, we discovered the treatment the Russians were 
giving out was bad. 

Yes if we went home, there awaited further punishment. We were free to go if we wished. We 
decided to stay in Lodz Poland until we could see which way to go would be our best option. 

We are in Lodz 

When we arrived in Lodz we were happy, maybe we could get in touch with some of our family that 
lived overseas in Canada. We had aunties, uncles, cousins and an auntie in South Africa whose name 
was Sarah, she used to send us some letters and would help us. I still remembered her address and 
the others. Maybe I could contact them if they were alive, I thought they would certainly help me, 
while I stayed in Lodz. 

Our first welcome from the Polish people was for them to start yelling at us that we were Germans. I 
could speak Polish and answered we were not Germans, and we certainly weren't afraid of them. 
The war was over and we were free. 

We could walk without being watched and guarded. We believed the Polish people did exactly the 
same to the Jews as the Lithuanian did. 

As we walking in the street we didn't have much hope, there was nowhere we could rest or nothing 
to eat. We didn't have any baggage to carry because we had just gained our freedom and no clothes. 
We didn't think we needed any. Poland was much bigger than Lithuania, 


We tried to elect a leader who could find us a place to stay. We were hungry and tired some of us 
fell asleep when we sat down to rest. 

Time is passing slowly our freedom wasn't what we hoped for. 

It was now between spring and summer. Our friend came back with good news, there was an empty 
house at 9 Senkeviciu St, and we could rest there. 

We were totally exhausted and it was hard getting there. It was getting towards the evening and we 
had eaten all our food reserves. 

We arrived It was a large empty house with a wooden floor, in our group there was about 50 
women, we were all dirty and hungry, the wooden floor was ok to rest on. 

Later we would try to find food. There wasn't a lot of happiness in this place. We felt we weren't 
wanted in Poland either. We had water but no towels or soap. 

This was our survival, we suffered all night on the wooden floor, our bones were hurting against the 
floor. I couldn't get up but Hinde did and ran outside to see if she could collect some food. 

I got sick again and it was hard for me to walk. Hinde and others found a Jewish Committee existed 
from Umra, they were set up to try to help survivors. 

My sister was my saviour in the morning we walked to the committee, they stared by finding us 
better accommodation, and suppling us with food. 

Again the food consisted of bread, powdered milk, margarine, a piece of jam at least it was 
something. We had better accommodation and it wasn't as crowded. 

My health again got worse and I couldn't do much, it was hard to walk I needed medical attention. I 
went to see a doctor, he said I was suffering from Tuberculosis. He gave me a letter to take with to 
the hospital to be treated at a tuberculosis sanatorium. I went there straight away and there I 
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received rest and food. I was in a room often women and girls, they called me boy, because in the 
concentration camp they cut off our hair, and my hair hadn't grow back yet. 

I looked terrible, my bones were showing, and I couldn't lay down on them. I was only skin and 
bones. 

The Sanatorium 

In my room were Polish women, there was a young Polish woman named Cryshia and there were 
also two Jewish girls. The Polish girl Cryshia had never eaten bread, we got our food, she was lucky 
her food was brought to her by her family and their food was good. I was happy with the food I got. 

I noticed that she was giving her food back, so I asked if I could have her bread, she gave me her 
bread and it was enough for me, her food tasted very good and it was clean. 

As I was lying there, I was wondering if my dear Moishe survived or maybe some of my family? 

I still hadn't given up hope for their survival. 


Hinde was also gaining strength and got a job in a Russian Hospital, with six other girls. 

The girls got a room in the Russian hospital and slept in bunk beds. Two girls slept in each bed and 
were ,also were given good food. 

Four of the girls worked in the hospital and the others got jobs and we settled down a bit, and 
waited for any news of any survivors from our families, and friends. 

I am getting stronger, my tuberculosis is getting better and my living conditions are much better. The 
food is still very poor but at least I am eating something. 

Poland has also been ruined because of the war, some people are rich with all the conveniences of 
life but most are poor. 

Luckily our survivors are receiving help from the U.S.A and UK and other overseas Jewish 
Organizations are helping survivors, it is a great benefit for all the survivors of the concentration 
camps. 

I asked the Doctors and nurses if I could get some type of work, I was very good at knitting 
crocheting and mending stockings. They gave me some work to do and some better food and some 
of them even paid me for my work. 

I crocheted baby clothes and whatever wool was left over I used to make baby hats. When I had a 
few finished some, I found a way to get them to the market for sale, I received money for these and 
bought food for the first time in five years. Strawberries, a few apples. I was in a group of 10 people 
and I divided the food evenly amongst all of us. 

Once again I was sent back at the sanatorium by the Jewish Council, my sister Hinde used to bring 
me better food, I shared the food it with the other girls, our food problems were getting better. 
Across the road from our Sanatorium, there stood another building for other patients who had 
different types of illnesses. In this building there was lady whose name was Dudde Lenson from 
Siauliai She and her family had a hardware business on the local market and she was the only 
survivor of her entire family, we met, and were often together. 

She complained that she had nothing, and would love just to have some stockings. She had no 
money. I had two pairs of stockings and told her I would give her one of pair of my stockings. 

It lifted my spirits to be able to help her. I gave her the better pair, mine soon fell apart, but at least 
hers were ok. 
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In the sanatorium there were 16 people suffering tuberculosis including a few men. All of us 
managed to survive. There were six Polish non Jewish men suffering from tuberculosis. 

They again started showing anti-Semitic feelings towards us. 

I was the only Lithuanian in the group of patients the rest were Polish . 

The rest of the patients went quiet but not me, I yelled at them "It's not enough that you spilled a lot 
of our nation's blood, you killed them, you stole their clothes, homes" 

I let fly at them, I was so upset I wasn't afraid any longer, the war was still raging but I was free and I 
wasn't about to let this happen again and remain silent. 

No matter what we are still human beings. 

I am thinking back of all the terrible times we went through. I am hopeful that no one will ever do 
this to our nation again. 

We were cared for extremely well. The world needed to change for people to care about other 
human beings. 

There is still hatred and no real peace, even though we are now free, no one is showing us any 
mercy. 

The Jews were the only ones who didn't receive any justice, how unfair this was. 

We believed, when we finally survived this holocaust the other nations would show us some respect. 
I was wrong, nothing changed and no respect was shown to the surviving Jews. 

Oh God where were you when our blood was being spilled like water? All the cities that ran red with 
our blood, where were you? 

Here we are now ill with tuberculosis, laying here with non jews, the same hatred and ill feelings 
toward us, nothing has changed. 

My mentality is different, I work, I am an achiever, I am always willing to share with my fellow 
friends, is this so hard for others to do? 

Contacting Survivors in Lithuania 

I tried to contact everyone I knew in Lithuania, there were no replies. The feeling I had was pretty 
bad, and probably no one had survived. I still prayed God will help me find someone alive, I had so 
many friends in all the cities, older people, middle school friends, there must be someone alive. 

I was hoping that there would be more survivors that could witness all that was done and supply 
evidence for the final judgement against all of the murderers that killed our people. 

News has arrived from Lithuania, is unbelievable, it is real, they are all gone, there is no one left 
alive. 

After all the death, destruction and hatred, we are still living in an Anti-Semitic world. 

Poland has just finished a war with Germany and had been decimated, You had all the concentration 
camps including Stutthof on your land. 

You Poland also lost tens of thousands of people in the crematoriums, the Germans also gassed your 
nation all because you were at war with the Germans. 

We the Jews were placed in Ghetto's surrounded by wire fences and humiliated by being made to 
walk in the middle of the road to wear yellow Stars of David, to show the world we were Jews. 
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You Poles were at least free, how could you also have turned into killers, killing Jews and your own 
people for the Germans? 

I am getting stronger, there is still time left for me. I need to move and find that place of happiness 
that awaits me. I hope in my heart that my beloved Moishe has also survived and we will be starting 
a new life together with love and happiness. 

Please God take this from a dream and make it reality. 

My sister Hinde who was healthier than me already tried to find anyone left alive. She knew before I 
did that they were all killed in 1941. The Lithuanians went through eliminating all Jews city by city. 
They took all the Jews from Traupis, Raguva, Trosuliny and sent them to larger cities like Panevezys 
where the Lithuanian army murdered all of them, no one survived. 

I am still in the Sanatorium 

I am ready to move on. My soul has been restored, I need to move on, find someone and start a new 
life full, of achievements and success. 

Hinde arrived with more food and news. Our group of girls have decide to leave Poland and move to 
a place where we might be welcomed. I was thrilled. 

I asked the Doctor if I was in a suitable condition to travel with my tuberculosis. He said yes. 

I quickly went to tell all my friends the good news and said my good byes. 

My friends were scared, where will they go? Who would help them? They had no money and their 
heath wasn't good. How would they survive? 

Back home in Russia, the Russians are again treating the Jews very badly, the Jews have no homes to 
go to, they still wander as long as their health holds out. This punishment for us is still not finished, 
at this time. 

I left the sanatorium with my sister Hinde, I know where she lives there are four bunk beds, and each 
holds two girls. I am now with my sister. The only thing I wanted was to leave the sanatorium and to 
leave Poland. 

When I arrived at their room I found there was 14 women (girls) living there. Everyone was close to 
each other as friends. 

My Tuberculosis 

When the girls discovered I had tuberculosis, they became weary of me, I could understand, they all 
had weak bodies and it was possible to catch this disease from another person. 

I realised that in the future, I wouldn't have much contact with other people as this disease was 
contagious and easily transmitted to other people, and could be caught by anyone. 

I thought of going back to the sanatorium, but didn't want to, I wanted to live a normal life. 

In this room with us was two sister's the Zilinski's and one of their nieces, I was afraid to get to close 
to them because I didn't want to infect them. 
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I didn't blame them for being detached from me. One of the Zilinski's sisters was working for a 
Jewish family who hid during the war and managed to survive. They came back to their home. It still 
had many of their belongings inside and wasn't looted. 

They were lucky, they still had some of their family left. Not many people were that lucky. 

When I returned from the sanatorium on the second day there was a terrible attack on a few Jewish 
people by Polish people with knives, they killed a few survivors and the rest ran for their lives. 

That day I realised there was still hatred and that we were still not free. 

Nobody wanted us, and we had nowhere to go. Again, our lives were threatened even here in 
Poland. 

For me it was difficult I was sick, and now had a serious disease that people were afraid of. 

The girls said they heard that my Moishe was alive. It gave me more courage to continue. 

We all fell asleep, It was 12 o'clock when we heard a noise at the door. "We will break it in if you 
don't open it" 


They Have Come to Kill us 

We thought they had come to kill us as in Kilz where it recently happened, it also happen to people 
here in Lodz. 

I was lying on the top of the bunk bed, I thought maybe I could hide, I saw an open window, I 
jumped out, I didn't know where it led to but I wanted to live. 

As I jumped, I was on the second floor level, the roof below was made of glass, I went through this 
glass roof and found myself in a garden. I could see people running after me trying to kill me. 

I screamed loudly, they caught me and said, "why are you screaming" I replied "I don't want to be 
killed" "someone help me I screamed" you are all murderers. 

They kissed me, and held me, I was still screaming and they brought me back to my room. 

My sister was sitting on top of her bed she screamed at them I didn't know what was happening and 
asked her to explain what was going on. 

My sister started to scream again "look what you did to my sister" I was standing in a pool of blood. 

I didn't feel any pain. 

I later found out what had happened, and why they came to our door. Evidently, the sister working 
for the Zilinski family, was thought to have stolen some possessions. 

The Zilinski family couldn't find their items, they were sure this woman stole the items, so they 
organised a Polish ex-army friend to scare her, so they could get their possessions back. 

Unfortunately, the Zilinski's didn't know the sister had placed the items in a different spot and forgot 
to tell them. They knew people here in Poland would steal anything. 

Back to my foot, when I jumped through the window and broke the glass roof a piece of the glass 
had badly cut my toe cutting of the flesh. I still didn't feel any pain. I put a bandage on my toes and 
tried to forget the whole thing. 
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On the next day a survivor from Dachau Concentration camp arrived, his name was Chacke Galperin, 
his parents had a cheese- cream - milk shop in Kilinious Strasse, Siauliai Lithuania. He came to pick 
up his wife who was staying with us. 

Also Judes Keminers who was also staying with us left. We were left with only a few women in our 
group. The Zilinski's also left with them. The room got very empty. I told Hinde to go to wherever she 
had planned to go, I would be able to take care of myself now. 

I hoped to be reunited with my husband. All the girls left, I was the only one left in the room. I had 
no idea about the future 

My foot was sore, by now it was extremely sore and swollen. It was hard for me to move. 

The door opened and a tall nice looking Russian Army Captain entered. 

He asked me in Russian where all the girls had gone? I told him they had all gone back to their 
homes, he asked why I didn't accompany them? I told him I had an accident and couldn't go. 

He told me he was also from Kovno in Lithuania, and had been the Lithuanian army as well. He asked 
if he could send his Doctor to see me? I went down the stairs with him and took off all the bandages 
and towels. He wrote me a note to go straight to the Russian Hospital, which wasn't far away. They 
put on clean bandages, I went there a few more times, until it got better, I was walking on one shoe. 

I met a friend Peske Lesicin from Siauliai she was with another friend and I invited them to stay with 
me. The companionship was good for all of us. Now that I was coping ok, I felt happier that Hinde 
was free to finally look after herself. 

Hinde left me a few belongings and some money. I couldn't complain, up till now everywhere I went 
I managed to survive. I now wanted to find my life's partner, my husband. 

I prayed that God would help me find him, two weeks ago a man from Dachau Concentration camp 
said he was alive. I was now much stronger, and the desire built up inside me. I could feel that I 
wasn't sick anymore. 

I spoke with my friends who suggested I travel back to Germany, they said he probably wasn't well 
and that my arrival would be the best medicine for him. 

I also wanted to go to Palestine 

Illegal alia's was being organised for people wishing to go to Palestine. I was deciding this might 
be the best option for me to go to after leaving Poland.. 

I was still having problems with my foot, I was walking as if I was an invalid. I looked terrible; I still 
had the coat with the yellow Star of David. I took off the Star of David. 

I wasn't scared anymore. 

I was able to at least keep clean, and wash myself regularly. I also had enough food to eat. All this 
thanks to the help I got from the Jewish Committee. 

I started to make some type of plan for myself for the future. I was looking for the home of my 
grandmother. I remember she was about 80 years old when I last saw her and remembered where 
she lived. Both my grandmother and grandfather passed away after world war 1. 

As I got closer and closer to the street and the house, when I got close, there was a young girl sitting 
on the step. She asked me what I was looking for, I told her my story and she suddenly recognised 
me. 

I was working in Panevezys at that time and had been a leader in Mizrachi, and with B'nai Akiva and 
Shomer Hadati, and she was one of my girls who managed to survive, this we her! 
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I recognised her and I remembered her family, her father was working with Mrs Dobkin in a 
manufacturing business on the market Street. I was even a friend of her older sister Frumke. I 
remembered her very well. 

By now I was calm and I told her I wanted to find my husband, do you know how I can do this? 

Yes she replied. The best way was to go to Munich Germany, there you might find what or who you 
are looking for, she gave me directions. 

This was not a normal trip, I thanked her for her help and left with a crowd of people to go to my 
destination. 


On my Way to Munich Germany 

We travelled a great distance. Our leader was a brigadier, he was going with his girlfriend, the rest 
of us, were still half dead and half alive. 

We got food for our brigade not much, but this wasn't the worst problem we faced. 

The main problem we faced was we didn't have any documents, and passing between different 
countries we required documents. 

Our documents were destroyed in the beginning of the war, and what did we need documents for 
especially as we were going to concentration camps? 

By leaving Poland and trying to enter Germany, we need the proper documentation. The Brigadier 
tried to explain our situation, it was no good, they put us in a Displaced Persons camp, this time with 
the Russian Army guarding us. 

There were a lot of red flags, dirty wooden beds and everywhere [TREFIACH] non-kosher food. 

This camp was under English Law and they were very strict with us. The food was especially bad, 
again my shoes were worn out. 

Summer had finally finished and autumn was wet and cold, we again had no warm clothes. 

We had to wait a long time in a queue for our food rations, and then back to the dirty crowded 
barracks, again we had to struggle to survive. In these groups of people were Polish, Lithuanian 
people of Jewish descent. 

Again, I met friends I knew from the past and again we started to lose hope. 

This was a real camp guarded by English soldiers. 

I had two miracles happen to me so far. One was the Russian Captain who gave me help with my 
injured foot, and the other miracle was the girl I met from Panevezys who survived, and who was 
one on my girls, when I was a leader. 

I was also happy that I was with Lithuanian people again. Into our camp came Berel Magid from Birz 
to get Heske's wife. 

Heske survived Dachau, and with some partners opened a bakery business. He had been very 
wealthy. And Berel Magid came to pick up his wife. 

I asked him about Moishe my husband, he said he didn't know, but he looked at me and said if you 
like you can come with us. I started to cry, how can I pay you? I don't have any money? I couldn't 
accept their offer without money. 

He said to me you already paid for if by being good to us in the Ghetto and all the help you gave all 
the other people. He was pleased to help me leave. We left early in the morning. 

He supplied us with food and looked after us. 

We struggled and got closer to Munich. Again, police stopped us and again we ended up in another 
Displaced persons camp. 


73 


This time Berel Magid said to me that in this camp was my sister Hinde and my best girlfriend Mina 
Levin from Birzai, Berel Magid had a store selling completed clothing and manufacturing in Siauliai, 
we were all in Stutthof concentration camp together and we shared our things, 

I always was better at stealing supplies and helped Berel, she never had any luck stealing anything. 
I begged her not to steal anything in case she got caught, I would steal for us both. I liked her very, 
very much. We were the closest of friends 


Also Berel Magid was with them from Birzai. 

Yes Mina was very good to me, I saw my sister Hinde, but I didn't want to be together any more, 
even my best friend Mina asked me to stay with them, but I refused and two days later with Berel 
and Heske we all headed to Munich. This time we went through without being stopped. The women 
stayed by Berel's side the entire time. 

The first time I went this way we were crowded into the animal wagons of the train, this was 
different there was no crowding. I remembered that time, how we felt being crowded with all those 
different families, there weren't many survivors now but at least we spent some time together 
before the hell of Stutthof. I still didn't have a home but I am travelling to find my darling husband. 

People already knew he had died in Dachau concentration camp, but no one told me. My health still 
wasn't the best and they didn't want me to lose my courage. I left with Berel we travelled to 
Feldafing Camp in Bavaria, where the population was mixed but there were about 90% of them 
Lithuanian survivors. 


Additional History:- 

Feldafing Displaced Persons Camp 
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Three Jewish children in the Feldafing displaced persons camp. Fcldafing, Germany, 1946- 
1947. 

Feldafing was the first all-Jewish displaced persons (DP) camp. It hosted a large and 
important community of survivors. 

Originally a summer camp for Hitler Youth, Feldafing was located 20 miles southwest of 
Munich in the American zone of occupation. 

The first director of the camp was Lieutenant Irving J. Smith. 

In 1946, about 4,000 Jews lived at Feldafing and by Passover 1951, 1,585 Jewish DPs 
remained in the camp. The camp went over to German administration on December 1, 1951, 
and closed in March 1953. 

The Population of Feldafing 

The camp was comprised of stone and wooden barracks as well as individual homes that 
were requisitioned from Germans. The US Anny originally opened the camp on May 1, 

1945, primarily to house 3,000 Hungarian Jews. However, until July 1945, the camp housed 
many non-Jewish concentration camp survivors. 

In July 1945, American chaplain Abraham Klausner played a significant role in convincing 
the commandants of Dachau and Feldafing to empty Feldafing of its non-Jewish Polish and 
Hungarian DPs and replace them with the remaining Jewish survivors from Dachau. 

The camp thereafter became a model for implementing the Harrison Report 's suggested 
policy toward Jewish survivors. 

In autumn 1945, the first all-Jewish hospital in the German DP camps was founded at 
Feldafing with 1,000 beds provided by the JDC. 

Educational and Religious Life in Feldafing 

Educational and religious life flourished in Feldafing. In addition to Feldafing's secular 
elementary and high school systems, the camp's religious community founded several 
schools, including a Talmud Torah (religious elementary school), a yeshiva (religious 
academy), and several seminaries including Bet Medrash Lita and Bet Medrash Ungarn. 
Feldafing also had a rabbinical council that supported its religious office, an agency that held 
considerable influence within the camp. The camp’s extensive library also had a noteworthy 
religious book collection. 

Secular instruction was available for adults at an evening school, an Organization for 
Rehabilitation through Training (ORT) vocational training school, and a nursing school. 

Children and Youth in Feldafing 

Housed in a separate kinderblock of 450 children and adolescents, many of Feldafing's 
youngsters organized kibbutzim (Zionist communes). These included secular kibbutzim such 
as "Shayeret Zvi" and "Zerubavel," and religious kibbutzim such as "Chafetz Chaim" and 
"Ohel Sarah." 

Newspapers and Cultural Activities in Feldafing 

Several newspapers were published in Feldafing, including Dos Fraje Wort (The Free Word) 
and Dos Jiddishe Wort (The Jewish Word) as well as supplementary magazines like the 
Feldafinger Magazin. 

Theater troupes such as the "Partisans" and "Habima" entertained the camp population. Camp 
residents also organized an orchestra. 


75 



Visits from Dwight D. Eisenhower and David Ben-Gurion 

General Dwight D. Eisenhower personally inspected the living conditions of Feldafing in 
September 1945. The hospital, as well as additional housing, was a direct result of the 
Harrison report and Eisenhower's visit to the camp. Footage of Eisenhower's visit shows 
crowds of survivors surrounding Eisenhower, much as they did when Jewish leaders like 
David Ben-Gurion visited the camp. Ben-Gurion’s initial visit to the camp in October 1945 
was an important boost of confidence to the population of Feldafing and its central 
committee. 


The Feldafing Camp Committee 

As the first all-Jewish DP camp in the US zone, Feldafing also marked the site of the first 
elected Jewish camp committee. Feldafing's camp committee was subdivided into several 
offices, including staffs for housing, provisions, economics, sanitation, culture, and legal 
matters. 

The strong camp court launched a project to codify laws for the camp in 1946 and led a 
movement to standardize law for all the Sh’erit ha-Pletah in the US zone of Germany. The 
court also issued decisions concerning several former kapos living within the camp. 

The Feldafing court helped investigate the perpetrators of the Kielce pogrom of 1946 and 
publicized information about the Nazi murderers of Lithuanian Jews who were thought to 
have been in the vicinity. 

This article is based on the exhibition Life Reborn: Jewish Displaced Persons 1945-1951, a 
project of the United States Holocaust Memorial Council and the Second Generation 
Advisory Group. 

Further Reading: 

Heider, Angelika. Das Lager fur Judische Displaced Persons Feldafing in der 
Amerikanischen Besatzungszone, Berlin: private printing, 1994. 

Schochet, Simon. Feldafing, Vancouver: November House, 1983. 
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Back to my Story 


I asked, but no one knew anything about Moishe. I was busy trying to find a place to rest and to get a 
ration card for food, life still had to go on. My shoes were nearly worn out by now, I had food but 
where could I get a pair of shoes? I had no money, just the clothes on my back, one pair of stockings. 

I tried to mend my stockings, I asked my friends if anyone might have any stockings but no one had 
any spare pairs. 


I then met Moishe Gutman from Posvalis whose wife Tabke also survived the same camps where I 
had been, he waited to meet up with her and they both left to return to Lithuania. 

She was lucky to be reunited with her husband in Feldafing camp. 

I spoke with Moishe and said I was walking barefoot, that my shoes were now gone, and could he 
recommend a place to get some stockings. 

He replied, yes come with me and pick out some socks, I ran with him. I told him I was happy to 
mend his socks for helping me, he refused my offer. This time I got some woollen socks. Yes now I 
felt some freedom. 


Nobody at this stage told me anything about Moishe, I kept hoping. I am travelling with torn shoes 
no food, it's raining I'm soaked but I need to be reunited with my husband, it’s my future. 

I must find my husband, I want to finally settle down and have a normal life. 


I slept one night with Ronia Mark and Lippi Zurmanner, they got married recently, Ronia's husband 
was killed in the beginning of 1941. Lippi Zurmanner's wife was from Panevezys, she was killed in 
Stutthof, I had known them when we were together in Lithuania. 


They suggested I travel and get some rest in Fohrewald near Munich; there was a camp Leader by 
the name of Baestauski from Siauliai. There was no other choice where to go. I took their advice and 
headed to Fohrewald Camp. 
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Additional History:- 


Fohrewald Camp 
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Fohrewald was one of the largest displaced persons camps in post-World War II Europe and the last 
to close, in 1957. It was located in the section now known as Waldram in Wolfratshausen in Bavaria, 
Germany. 

The camp facilities were originally built in 1939 by IG Farben as housing for its employees at the 
several munitions factories that it operated in the vicinity. During the war it was used to house slave 
labourers. In June 1945, the camp was appropriated by the US Army administration of post-war 
Germany's American sector, for the purpose of housing international refugees. The camp's initial 
population comprised refugees of Jewish, Yugoslavian, Hungarian, and Baltic origin. On 3 October 
1945 General Dwight D. Eisenhower ordered that Fohrewald be made an exclusively Jewish DP 
camp, after he had found living conditions at the Feldafing DP camp unacceptable. 

From 1946 to 1948, Fohrewald grew to become the third largest DP camp in the American sector, 
after Feldafing and Landsberg. By January 1946, its population had reached 5,600. Many couples got 
married there. The birth rate in 1946 stood at 70-80 births per thousand, about double that of 
countries in the developing world. 

As part of the network of Displaced Persons camps, Fohrewald operated under the auspices of 
UNRRA. The camp's director, Henry Cohen, was a young US army veteran who went to great lengths 
to provide for the residents' welfare. Assisting Cohen in the camp's administration and operation 
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was a Camp Committee whose members were selected from among candidates representing a 
range of political parties. 

As director, Cohen fostered the rehabilitation of the camp's residents, encouraging adult education 
and vocational training. A school was established for youngsters, with extracurricular activities 
arranged largely through the efforts of local chapters of the Jewish youth movements. The camp's 
autonomous cultural life included musical and theatrical performances. It published an internal 
newspaper, Bamidbar ("In the wilderness", the Hebrew name for the Book of Numbers) 

Back to my Story 

The camp had recently been established and was very short of beds. I found a small room to live in 
and moved in. 

In this room was a double bed and a shared washroom to service three other rooms. It was all one 
the ground floor, mine being the smallest room. In an adjoining room, which was larger, lived, a 
family, upstairs accommodation was larger and two families lived there. Still no one knew what 
happened to Moishe, where did he disappear to? Someone even said they thought he went to Italy 
or Palestine. I didn't take that information seriously. 

People at Fohrewald also knew he had died but didn't want to tell me. 

I knew my husband was well educated and that if he were alive he would be searching for me. 

Back in Fohrewald camp, I heard two women talking with concern because they couldn't find any 
where to stay. 

I interrupted them and said I have a small place with a double bed, and all three of us can sleep in it. 
They were so pleased they started crying. 


The Partisan Girls 

We all left together for my place. I later found out that both girls had joined a partisan group and 
spent most of their time in the forests. The names of these two girls were Sara and Golda. They told 
me about their lives living with the partisan, it was interesting. It was hard for them to get enough 
ammunition for their guns, they would also have to dig ditches to hide in and cover themselves with 
branches and leaves. 

In winter, it was difficult for them to travel, they used to light a fire using two pieces of wood that 
they learned to rub together, but they could only light fires at night it was safer. I was getting 
mentally stronger and asked as many people as I could to see if anyone knew anything about 
Moishe. 

In the camp there was a kitchen I got a job working there, it was important that I work and also keep 
busy. In this kitchen we were paid with parcels of food, this was worth more than anything else. I 
was still sick but I didn't complain, I didn't want to go back to the sanatorium or spend the rest of my 
life in Germany. 

With all this extra food it helped increase my weight and add a little bit of fat and muscle to my 
undernourished body. The work was good and the company of these two girls lifted my spirits a bit. I 
also received clothes, as we were wearing work uniforms. I was now getting paid two parcels at a 
time. 


I managed to get more clothes and shoes, I even got a cream coloured dress. I also had a nightgown. 
Once things settled down and I was in a better position and state of mind I again started thinking 
about my Moishe. 
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I used to teach hand knitting and crocheting, I managed to get some wool and I made myself a 
sweater, I was pleased with my progress but I missed Moishe, where are you my best friend, my 
husband? 

I would walk with the girls through the forest after work, it was Fohrewald and the smell of the bush 
was fantastic. Thanks to the partisans, I discovered a new world. 

Living above us in the larger room were a couple, Lea Kaperlish and her husband, they were just 
married recently. Upstairs next to them was a Jewish Polish family with a little girl who survived by 
being hidden in the forest, in a ditch and another family also from Poland and the Ukraine and I told 
them if they didn't have enough food to come to me in the kitchen and I would give them more to 
eat. 

I always gave people more food than I was allowed to, just to help them survive. 

I was thankful that God gave me the opportunity to help other people, the girls and I were happy to 
be able to support other people. 

The season changed to autumn, the pine Christmas trees made it smell so good. My health is 
improving, I have enough food, actually more than I need, I only need my husband Moishe. Everyone 
here knows that I am desperately searching for him, and many people are trying to help me find him. 

Moishe Came To Me In A Dream 

One night while I was a sleep in the early hours of the morning, I dreamt that the door opened and 
in walked my Moishe. 

I started to scream and by screaming, I nearly choked. Moishe had been dressed in a black Cheader 
hat and had his black dinner suit on, he put his hand on my heart and cried. 

I woke up and woke up the other two girls. They said it was a sign to look for him. I kept getting 
different answers; I knew eventually I would find him. 

I kept positive and wrote to our friends in Palestine, that had been together with Moishe, No one 
would tell me the truth. 

One day I got a letter from a boy from Kovno, answering my question about Moishe. He didn't want 
to write to me, but he decided he had to let me know that my husband perished before the end of 
the war and that his father also perished in Dachau. 

I didn't believe it. It was 1945 I was about 28 years old , I was then in good health, had good food 
and was living in better conditions. Many single men who survived were looking for women like me. 

I went to my friend Ida Rimmer they were from Siauliai with the letter I got, and started crying and 
they tried to console me and said maybe he made a mistake, please have more patience he will 
come in a few more days. I didn't know what to believe anymore. 

I waited the time dragged on. I then received the shock of my life another friend who came from 
Kovno, also told me that my husband had died shortly before the end of the war in 1945. 

Yes, I lost the battle to find my husband, my life was now meaningless, what did I need to live on 
for? 

I was badly depressed, but in our camp at Fohrewald, many people adored me and gathered round 
to help, they said you can get through this, we to have lost our family and loved ones and survived. 

We are free now, the world finally belongs to us again. 

I must bring the murderers of my husband, son, mother, father, sister and her family, our cousins 
and friends to justice for their evil deeds. I need to live and survive to be able to repay these evil 
people with all the evidence I witnessed the things I've seen, been through and I will never let the 
memories and names of murdered people be forgotten they must be avenged. 
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I mourned for three days for my husband. I didn't eat or drink the entire time, out of respect for his 
memory. 

What did I do to wrong to have God take away all my family and friends? 

The idea that my Moishe was still alive kept me going through all the punishments, starvation 
torture, concentration camps and now it was all over. 

He will be in my heart forever. 

I wanted to leave Munich now, there was no need to continue to stay here, besides the girls were 
starting to take advantage of me. One of the girls Golda invited her friend to come and live with us, 
that's was enough to end of our sharing arrangement. 

I couldn't tolerate the extra people, at this time I was extremely sensitive because of the loss of 
Moishe. 

Mayer Weinmann 


Before I left Munich, I met a young man, I couldn't ignore him, my life was empty now, I had no 
direction or path to take anymore. 

It was 1945 I decided that I needed to move forward, we both became friends and shared some time 
together, my life was getting a little happier. It was better to be with someone than being alone and 
single. 


This man's name was Mayer Weinmann . Mayer and I first found a room to live in, then later found 
a flat to live in. 

We both worked as much as possible he worked as a tailor, and I did all the housework. 

I would cook and keep busy because now I was looking after two people. A new life started for us 
both. 



Mayer Weinmann 


20 May 1946 
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My Beautiful Nela 


I got pregnant with my daughter Nela, and I was very happy to finally be able to raise my daughter 
and have my own family again. 

My daughter was born in Munich 31 December 1947, she was born fairly tiny and was in a baby 
incubator for six weeks, 

I was devastated I couldn't hold her or touch her, she was healthy at least, that was one blessing, 



Nela 


I was worried about my Nela and desperately wanted her to survive and get well, it took six weeks 
before I could take my daughter home. 

I got some help to try to raise her. I had no idea how to care for a baby. 

This was all new to me, she was a newborn baby, I wanted to make sure I did everything right. 

My daughter started to grow. My sadness turned to happiness and now I had a reason to live. 

I didn't want to live in a land that killed my nation, I tried very hard, in my condition to leave 
Germany. 

No country was accepting survivors, there was nowhere to go. My husband Mayer heard that 
Canada was accepting immigration for trades' people including tailors, we got the immigration 
papers, I had a large number of family relatives in Canada from my father's side, but I didn't want to 
cause them any problems. 

We also needed to wait till Nela was six months old before we were allowed to leave, 

Thank God we left Munich and headed to Canada. We were lucky to no longer be in Germany with 
the German people. 

The U.S.A TTabinta 



The U.S.A T. Tabinta 
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We boarded a very old ship called the U.S.A T. Tabinta which was originally a troop carrier ship 
converted to a passenger ship from the USA Navy and it really was uncomfortable, but we were very 
lucky to leave this land of tragedy, death and Ghettos. 

On Our Way to Canada 

The trip to Toronto was very long, the ship was small, and very slow moving. We survived the trip 
and my beautiful daughter Nela coped very well with her trip. With us unbeknown to me were a 
number of Lithuanians. One woman started talking with me and said there was another Jewish 
family on board and maybe I knew them, they were speaking to me in Polish. 

When I asked her why she needed to know, she answered that her family were also from Lithuania 
and her parents helped the Jewish people living in her town in Lithuania, and she always wanted to 
know what had happened to all the Jewish people from her town in Lithuania, She looked as though 
she may have been really concerned and seamed different to all the other murderers. I spoke to her 
in Lithuanian, she immediately started to cry. I said why are you crying, is it because I can speak 
Lithuanian well? Your people killed a lot like me, did you cry for them? Anyway, she decided she 
wanted to bond with me. She told me to be careful because there were Lithuanian Nazis on this ship 
the U.S.A.T Tabinta. 


She showed me a note in Lithuanian that said "Black Cat" The German SS and Lithuanians used to 
wear black clothing and were on board the ship. I then realised what the meaning of "Black Cat " 

was. I was upset that these murders and many more from German, Bavaria and other areas were 
also going to Canada, 

We arrived in Quebec Canada first. I had been on the ocean for a long time it was nice to be out in 
the fresh air and in Canada. 

I tried to speak all the languages I knew, but the people here couldn't understand me. 

I was sad because my new life would be difficult because I couldn't speak their language, but then 
over time hopefully it would get easier. 

In the beginning, I wanted to go to Palestine, but the doctors said because I was pregnant they 
would not allow me to try to go legally or illegally. I didn't have the money to get there. 

There was no choice, any country that would accept us was good, and the sooner the better. I was 
happy going to Canada at least there was part of my family that didn't vanish. 

In South Africa I also had family that immigrated there, before the first world war. Others join them 
before the second world war. I wanted to feel I still had family somewhere. 

I remembered my parents receiving letters from them, sometimes they sent us a few dollars, and 
sometimes a parcel, I remembered they sent us photos of themselves and I know I could recognise 
them again, if I saw them. 

From Quebec, it took another 24 hours to arrive in Toronto. When we finally went through the 
Canadian Commission and were ready to leave the port, a man approached us, he shook hands with 
us and gave me two Canadian Dollars as a present, I was shocked and started to cry, but I couldn't 
communicate with him. 
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Now I have more time, and freedom in a country. The United Nations Relief paid all the fares for us 
so far. 

We were under the care of the United Nations Relief agency at that time. 

There was a very large house prepared for new arrivals of Jewish immigrants, we were brought 
inside it was upsetting, we were very crowded and there was only one small kitchen for a few 
families, 

Worse was to follow for me, I lost my handbag it contained a few photos but more important was 
Nela's bottle and her food, she was a bad eater and she started to cry, because she was hungry. 

I was heartbroken, quickly the other survivors gave me a bottle and some food, they had been here 
a few weeks before us, and were more settled in a regular routine and were happy. I too would have 
been happy, but for the incident with the handbag. 

All of a sudden, we were back to a normal way of life with good memories and new family members. 

I must be strong and wait for Nela to get used to the new bottle and new food. 

Mayer my husband got depressed and scared, thinking about this new life style. 

I had a few problems to overcome, firstly Nela was born a bit over 3 pounds in weight and they 
wouldn't let us go till she weighed over six pounds, 

She was born in Munich. 

The Canadian Commission accepted us when she was six pounds in weight and able to travel. 

My dream has come true I am now in Toronto and close to my family. We travelled with two other 
families, they were also tailors, that were also accepted by the Canadian Commission, both families 
were also expecting their first babies. Their babies were born, and they left before us and kindly 
gave me their addresses in Toronto. In addition, telephone numbers. 

I now have two more problems, I didn't know where these addresses were, or how to find them, and 
how to use a telephone. 

I contacted a friend called Mr. Goldvaser and asked him to come and help me, he came over straight 
away. 

In this new life, things were different and difficult, Mr Goldvaser came over with his uncle a very 
religious man and when he saw the situation, they grabbed my husband Mayer and took him to my 
uncle Harry Bardikoff, Mr Goldvaser was kind enough to pay for all the transport for them, all the 
problems were soon solved. 

My daughter Nela was crying and finally fell asleep. I finally had some peace for a while. I was still 
patiently waiting for some good news. I prayed for help from God, this time. 
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Uncle Harry Bardikoff 


My husband Mayer came back with my dearest Uncle Harry, I recognised him straight away, because 
we had written to them before the war and they sent us pictures. 




Uncle Harry Bardikoff 


Auntie Flora Bardikoff 


I screamed when I saw him, and hugged him, it was the first family member I met. He cried when we 
met. Uncle Harry was a great person with a generous heart. He promised to help my daughter and 
us in any way he could. 

He said "take your belongings you are not in the concentration camp anymore, you are here in a 
normal country with a normal life and family. 

I am with family is it real? I left behind a land soaked in blood, I left my dearest family and friends 
their souls will never, never, never be forgotten. 

Justice for them, justice for me and justice for my nation that lost 6 million Jews who gave their 
lives just for being Jewish. 

I will never have to look at those murderers again. 

Now I am in a normal world, now I can only hope my daughter will live a normal happy life, in a clean 
country where my nation has freedom. 

We followed my Uncle I grabbed a few things I'm not sure what I took, it was a few of my 
belongings. 

My uncle took us by taxi to his home. It was warm inside, there was heating. 

My auntie Flora was a lovely old lady she came out to meet us. 


I also recognised her from the pictures she sent us by mail. She was my father's younger sister her 
name was Flora we called her (Tunteh Blooma). 

I sent them a picture of all our family together in 1941. 
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My aunty told me I had another Auntie, she was the wife of my father's brother (David Aron) her 
name was Rachel and they had two married children. 

My uncle David her husband had passed away in 1941, and there had been another of Dad's 
brothers named Moshe who also passed away, 

My Uncle David and Auntie Rachel had two children, They had a daughter Lily and a son Kalman who 
was in hospital recovering from his injuries. 

Kalman was a soldier in the second world war fighting with the Canadians, and a German shell hit 
his artillery unit, he and another good friend were badly injured, his friend recovered and my dear 
cousin Kalman was badly injured and burnt by the shell, he was lying on the ground there for many 
hours before being rescued. 

He was taken to their military hospital, He was in a coma for a very long time. 

Auntie Flora was devastated by the news of her son's injury. 

She was thrilled to see us alive and well. My Uncle and auntie weren't wealthy people, my uncle was 
working as a tailor in a factory and my auntie wasn't a well person, the second world war also 
affected her as well. With my cousins Kalman in a coma, it caused her more stress. My auntie was 
also concerned about her daughter Doris's husband George Spevick, who was also in the war against 
the Nazis. He was in the army and was a Sergeant and was stationed in the UK. 


My Cousins 



Kalman Charles George Spevick 


He finally returned home but was also mildly affected. 

My cousin Kalman took a long time to recover, but thank God, he awoke from his coma and was 
released from hospital. It took him over two years to recover from his wounds, is health wasn't good 
after that. 

I arrived at my Uncle and Auntie's place in 1948 to stay a short time, I felt that my baby Nela was 
probably causing them extra stress, and I didn't want to be a burden to my relatives. 

In their home they had three bedrooms, they were kind enough to let us stay in one of them. 

I finally felt now that there was a hope for the future for us all, 
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I had a beautiful little girl, she filled my life with happiness, and a good husband who got a job very 
quickly as a tailor, thanks to my uncle Harry. 

We stayed with my uncle and auntie for a few weeks and had a good relationship with them. 

I started looking for our own place. I begged my uncle Harry and their friends to help us find a place 
to live. It was hard, in those days as people didn't want to rent out their homes to couples that had 
children. 

Because I didn't I speak English, I really needed their help to find accommodation. In 1948 it was 
difficult to get a room to live in, but even more difficult to get a room with an kitchen. 

People were suspicious of foreigners that didn't speak English. 

My Uncle managed to solve our problem, he was working with a gentleman's whose name was 
Kaplan. 

Mr Kaplan's mother was a widow who lived in a single cottage, she had a small place downstairs that 
she lived in, and the upstairs area was up for rent. 

She was a poor woman, but again she was against having children live in her home. 

I went to see her and begged her to allow us to rent the upstairs. I told her I was willing to clean the 
house and the outside areas. 


I also offered to look after her heaters to make sure that the boiler was always working to give us 
heat. 

I would keep the house in good condition, I promised the baby would not cause any problems. 
She looked at me and decided to let me come to live with her. 


Q 



Mayer, Michel and Nela 
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We moved in the next day. 

Upstairs there was two bedrooms and a separate kitchen, Mrs Kaplan's house was in need a lot of 
cleaning. 

When we moved in we found mice everywhere, the place was full of mothballs and there were bed 
bugs, the place was really dirty. 

As a person who had been through a lot during the war years this wasn't that great a problem for 
me. 

We got furniture both old and new donated to us by family, my cousin helped me enormously and 
really appreciated all they did for us. I slowly started to clean up the home, and get rid of all the 
rodents, bed bugs and other insects I found. 

My husband now had a good job and was brining home money. We started to become self sufficient. 
There was one large problem to solve, I didn't speak the language! When I went to stores to buy 
goods, I would point with my finger at whatever I wanted, at least that way I could communicate on 
a limited level. 

In the store owned by Jewish traders, I would ask them and get extra work that my husband could 
do at home, Each penny we made and saved was like a fortune for us. 


South African help from my cousin Philip 



Dr Philip Jabkovitz 

I also had family in South Africa, my mother Bascia had two brothers Yehezkel Eliyahu and Peretz 
they both immigrated to South Africa before the first world war. 

Yehezkel passed away in 1918 during the Spanish flu. He had three children, Annie, Minnie and 
Philip. They were my cousins. 
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My dear cousin Philip helped me while I was in Germany, he sent me some money, when the money 
was exchanged into our money, they cheated me and gave me a lot less in the currency exchange. 
My Cousin Philip wanted to send more but I asked them not to. I was hoping to 
be able to survive in Germany, I told them if I need any more, and he was still able to help, I would 
ask for it. 

Already in Canada we saved our money, it was already a normal life. 

I wrote to tell cousin Philip, that we had arrived safely in Canada, and left behind memories of a 
blood soaked earth. 

Again I will never, never, never forget or forgive those people. 


My biggest problem was still, the English Language. Philip wrote back and said he had many friends 
living in Canada and America and that he would try to get them to help me. 

Within a short time I had already managed to get $200 dollars from him which he transferred 
through to me through America. I didn't expect that much money. 

When Mrs Kaplan saw the money she immediately said I needed to put it in a bank, and later you 
could decide what to do with it. 

I am rich, I had an idea that I wanted to buy a home. This year more immigrants were coming to 
Canada. 

I found a good friend and suggested we get together to buy a home which we could share, they 
thought about it for a short time and agreed. 

Our First Home 

The house we bought wasn't in a good neighbourhood, but it was better than where we were living. 
It was also a small cottage at 177 Augusta Ave ., Toronto. 

It had three rooms upstairs and two rooms and a kitchen downstairs, because we had Nela with us it 
was decided that we should live downstairs where the kitchen was. 

The house also had rodents, mice and rats, I got rid of them and we all lived happily together. 

Mayer and I decided to pay out the other couple, 

The $200 I received from my cousin Philip was what we used as a deposit for the home, it came in 
very handy. Somehow, I managed to borrow another $200 and pay out the other couple. 

It worked well we got a loan from the bank, The other couple bought their own home in a slightly 
better area. 

We paid off the home loan within two years. 

By now Nela, was a really beautiful girl she was two years old, she was like a beautiful doll. 

Life got a little easier for us, and I started to learn a few words in English. 

I got pregnant again and felt well with this pregnancy. I was afraid to tell people that I had a disease. 


I felt OK but was always tired, I did all the work without any symptoms of my Tuberculosis. 
After we bought out our partners, I rented the three little rooms to bring in more income. 
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I looked after the home and was grateful the tenants paid their weekly rent on time. 
I was so pleased to had repaid the home loan and actually own our first home. 



Our first home in 177 Augusta Ave. Toronto 
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My Baby is Coming 


It was time for the baby to come. I called my Doctor and he said to go straight to the hospital. It was 
Friday 22 December 1950. I cleaned up the house and cooked for Shabbos, I prepared the Shabbos 
table. My neighbour Mrs Zeifman promised to look after my lovely daughter Nela. Mrs Zeifman had 
a little boy who used to play with Nela, I took the street cars and went to the hospital. I came at the 
right time, and at the hospital had prepared everything for me. They asked if I could feel the baby 
moving. I didn't know what she meant. She then said your baby could have died. 

I was devastated, they wanted to make an emergency caesarean, but I refused to sign the papers. 
They tried to convince me but I refused, they then gave me injections. It took a few more hours. 



Marvin 

I originally was admitted at 10 a.m. They were with me all the time. It was extremely hard for the 
nursing staff. At last my lovely child was born. 

They sedated me to help me sleep. The only thing knew at this time was, that they had said the baby 
died inside me. 

I felt them waking me up and then they said look at your lovely baby. I saw a beautiful baby with 
blue eyes next to me. I was afraid to say anything because the Doctor had told me my baby was 
dead. 

I didn't know how my medical condition was at the time, I felt wary ill, and possibly they were trying 
to cheer me up. 
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I was quiet, no words, no crying. I couldn't understand the situation, who was right or who was 
wrong. I was quiet and waited a little longer afraid to ask the question. 

They took me into another room and then again brought me the baby. He was a beautiful boy. 

I discovered he is actually was my baby boy. 

I was happy the Doctor had made a mistake. I was with my baby for two days, I was unbelievably 
happy. 

They x-rayed me and found spots on my lungs and straight away, things changed, because they had 
diagnosed me with Tuberculosis an infectious disease.. 

The nurses wore masks around me, and I was separated from every other patient and quarantined. 
It was if I was in jail, only old people could visit me. 

A new problem presented itself, I didn't know what awaited me. I hadn't felt this diseased as badly 
now as I did when I had it during the war time. 

In the Sanatorium 



Tuberculosis Sanatorium 

At that time, they discovered new medicines to treat Tuberculosis. 

I was going to be sent to a Sanatorium. They were just waiting for a bed to be made available. 

I was again depressed I didn't know what to expect. Within a few days they took me to the 
Sanatorium, I was a lot happier because I could see everything was being done to help me. 
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I was in a large room with eight other women, I had been crying, who would look after my two 
children? It was hard for me not knowing about what was happening to them, or me, and being 
away from them. 

Other women started telling me their problems, I could see that other people were suffering the 
same problem. 

There was lady from England her name was Welma, she had been here for four years already, that 
scared me. How long would I be here? 

I was extremely worried and of course couldn't communicate because of my language barrier. 

I started to learn English as quick as I could. 

Oh my two children I have already made you orphans, I thought. 

It’s heart breaking again, my first boy was abducted with no knowledge of what happened to him, 
now I can't see my second baby boy. 

My black memories have come back from the war years. Will I be lucky this time? Can I raise a family 
a beautiful girl my daughter Nela and a son to be the memory of my lost son. 

I am in a jail. Will I survive this horrible terrible disease? 

How can my children at such a young age be left with no mother? I was getting close to collapse 
again with worry. I needed to see my children but I'm not allowed to see anyone. 

They don't know what's become of their mother. 

We are only half an hour away by car. They have allowed me to write to them that at least gave me 
some hope. I am also allowed to speak with my lovely daughter Nela, this lifted my spirit and gave 
me more hope and strength to survive. 

As I am calling on the phone my darling daughter answers, she says my mother is in hospital, 

I said yes it’s me! Your mother. 

She replied yes lady my mother is in hospital, I can't speak any more, I realised thank God I at least 
heard her voice. 

Of my lovely daughter. She made me happy. 

A Doctor came over to me he had also been a tuberculosis patient himself in Germany, he spoke to 
me and explained the situation and told me his story how he suffered from tuberculosis. 

When he left me, my inner strength returned. I realised that my children now needed a mother. 

I must get stronger and fight against this disease. I ate eggs and everything they gave me in the hope 
of getting well sooner. I put on weight and was feeling a lot better. 

I was given less medication than others were, I was a bit suspicious as to why was I getting fatter but 
having less medicine? 

Although I was sick, wasn't I as bad as the others? 

I asked for the doctor who spoke with me in German. 

I asked him I wasn't getting as much medicine as the others. His answer was simple. You don't need 
the medicine, you have put on weight yourself and are getting better. 


93 



You are healthier than other people here. Your test results show you are negative for the disease at 
the moment and their results show they are positive for the disease. 

I didn't know the difference between a positive and negative reading. He explained it differently to 
me, I was extremely relived and happy. 

He told me not to say he told me anything. I asked how long they would keep me here in the 
sanatorium. 

They want to keep you here for another one to three months. And if there is no change they will 
discharge you and send you home. 

Now that I knew how my health was, I begged them to let me let me go and see my children. 

They let go home for half a day to see my little girl, Nela, she recognised me straight away but was 
slightly shy and afraid. 

Over three months a number of different women had looked her after. She was confused by the 
different changes and didn't understand what was happening without her mother. 

My son Moshe (Marvin) was already four months old also a lovely child, they was my reason for 
living. 

For me to be able to look after my children was all I wanted. My time at the sanatorium was really 
only a short period, and a lot of my energy returned. I had never been in a position where there 
were so many positive people around me. 

I spoke to the Doctor an asked him if I have been negative reading, and I am mixing with people who 
have a positive reading, could I catch it again from them? 

He would ask for more tests if your result comes back negative, they can discharge you. 

My concern said the Doctor, is that you have two young children, and it could be possible the 
disease to be transmitted to them. 

The one Lithuanian lady I met on the ship Tabinta, was working in this sanatorium and she gave me a 
lot of courage to survive again. 

She would visit me often, and was a great help, and helped me cope mentally. The results would 
take another three months. 

Each day each hour was like an eternity for me, but I had no choice. 

I was also afraid that because I had Tuberculosis and was a newcomer to this country, that I would 
no longer be accepted in Canadian society, I was worried that maybe they would send me back, 

I would rather die than go back. 

Visitors would come in twice a week I didn't have many visitors, My husband Mayer used to come 
once a week and bring me some really nice food. 

Three months was a lifetime, I had some good dreams and some bad dreams. 

The women here were jealous of me because my tuberculosis was negative theirs was positive. 

The time has come and I was called into the Doctors office. 

My heart was pounding as though I was about to be killed. My life and my children's lives were in his 
hands. 

What is in the future? This country is a wonderful country and far away from the blood soaked land, 

I left behind. 
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These beautiful people, welcomed us into their country, sadly I knew we had entered this country 
With murderers on board the ship Tabinta and they were welcomed as well. 

I begged God please let me go back to my family to be together. It's a different time there are no 
more concentration camps, no crematoriums there is no selection of who lives and who dies, it is 
freedom, but I'm still here in the sanatorium. 

As happy as I was I was still filled with hatred to the new threat of the "black Cats" that came with 
us on the ship, and how they might infect this new country with their hatred, and maybe we would 
again suffer at their hands. 

Everywhere we went there was heath, happiness and wealth, I always thought maybe I would go 
back and visit the graves of my family and the rest of the Jews that were killed in Panevezys and 
other area the people had been murdered just to pay my respects. 

This terrible slaughter will always be remembered by us, or children, and grandchildren, we were 
murdered only because we were Jewish. 

I suppose the main reason I couldn't return was it would be heart breaking to revisit these places 
and rekindle those memories again. 

The rules of the Russian Communist are not acceptable they took out gravestones and used them to 
pave roads. 

For the rest the German and Lithuanian murderers will there ever be justice given? I don't know. 

At least now my Jewish nation has true freedom. 


Back to my Story 


My tuberculosis test that I waited for has again come back. Its NEGATIVE. 

I can go back to a normal life and look after my children. I must live very clean, the medical people 
will continually come back, and retest, me to make sure I remain negative to tuberculosis. 

My husband Mayer signed a release form to allow me to leave, and I was back at home, but it is 
hard I'm not supposed to be close to my children specially the my baby son. 

My son is now seven months old, he is a cute baby with lovely curly hair and blue eyes my daughter 
is a beautiful girl and a delicate child and she is nearly 4 years old, 

There were two other women there Wilma and Barbara, their husbands refused to sign their release 
papers and they had to stay. They also have children but they tested positive for tuberculosis. 

While these women were sick their husbands found new girlfriends, it was sad. 

When their husbands did visited they brought with their girlfriends. They didn't come to visit often. 

The hardest time was when my family came would come to visit me at the sanatorium and then 
leave. I was hard for me to cope. 

I put on a lot of weight and I was difficult to fit into my clothes. 
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I'm Home 



I'm so happy to be back home, There was a lot in my mind. How can I cope with so many rules, 

Our financial situation wasn't the best. My husband and the children need help while I was in the 
sanatorium, Mayer and I agreed they needed to employ some help. 

My baby need to be looked after, and I was bed ridden for seven months, it was hard for me to 
stand or walk again, but time cured everything,. 

There was a woman who stayed with my children for a few months, and looked after them, but 
when I came back we really didn't like each other, and she left. I got a Russian woman to help us. It 
took a while to find someone good. 

The medical staff came and tested me every three months and all was well. 

My little girl suffered more than my boy she was nervous of the changes, and of the new women 
around. She got used to them and even started talking to them. I got stronger and my test results 
stayed negative. 

I was now able to look after my children full time. The last housekeeper got sick and left. 
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I survived without them. I asked a local school to admit my daughter, but my husband's wages 
weren't enough and we were turned down. 

We didn't live in an expensive area, there were a lot of foreigners including Polish people in our area. 
I begged the school again to take our Nela, and explained our situation, and God bless them they 
took, my daughter, by then she was already four years old. 

There she was given porridge in the morning and had an afternoon sleep, it was clean and they 
watched over her. My daughter was a bad eater at home and at school but at least she was clean 
and happy. 

In the evening, I took her home, made dinner and put her to bed to sleep. As we had two rooms and 
a small kitchen, 

I rented the upstairs to a few people who paid rent and were responsible for their own cooking. 

I looked after everyone and the house in general, and kept the outside clean as well. 

As I got stronger, it was easier to look after my son. 

He started to walk at 12 months of age and didn't need nappies too much longer after that. It was a 
lot easier to manage the home. 

When I got stronger I also put my son in the church nursery, they took care of him during the day as 
well as Nela. I started looking for some type of business to get into, It didn't take long and we sold 
our home and bought another home it was better. It was in Christie St., 


My Shop 

This time it had a shop downstairs with a dry goods business inside. [Dry goods is the same as 
Haberdashery - Spotlight type business,] I knew I could run it. 

I even got a housekeeper from the immigration department she was great. She was young and 
looked after my children really well, she helped alot. 

Our financial position was getting better, and mentally I was at my peak. My son who was still very 
young attended the church school, but my lovely daughter was now attending school, when I took 
my children for a walk everyone stared at them and said is that a lovely girl with curly hair, but when 
I answered that this is a boy they said it's a shame he is too nice to be a boy. My daughter is also a 
beautiful girl. 



,1 

Marvin with his Curls 
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My daughter took over the responsibility of looking after her baby brother, and she did terrific job. 


My business was a new venture for me but my English was still very bad. 

I learn a little when I was in the sanatorium, and when we took over the dry goods business. 
At the same time Mayer started a manufacturing business with a partner and each penny was 
important, it help us exist. 



My Shop in Christie St Toronto 

I will never forget the first client came and asked me for a thimble. I didn't know what that was, but 
the lady said she saw that there were thimbles in the shop. 

I said please look, she found exactly what she was looking for, she asked me how much it cost, I said 
please pay what you think it’s worth. She took an extra couple and paid me, she wished my luck with 
my new business. I needed luck and I needed my health. My husband manufacturing business also 
started slowly. It was hard but we managed to make a living. We didn't have any luxuries, but our 
living costs were covered by the shop sales. 

A large number of my customers were European, there were also Lithuanians that told me their 
stories, especially stories of what happened in Tausage, how our nation had been brutally killed by 
the Lithuanians, there was nobody left. 

I had Polish and Russian customers I let all of them know I was in a new business and to pass around 
the word. My neighbours liked me as well and also passed the word around about my new business. 

My business really grew well, customers were placing lots of orders for goods. 


I would take my two children with me and go by tram to buy goods for my store. My suppliers were 
open on Sundays, so I would take my two children with me, they usually held on to the bottom of my 
skirt. I would carry all my supplies back to my store by myself. 
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My husband also got busy with his work and Sunday turned out to a very busy day for all of us. 
Customers would come in to my shop on Sunday to buy goods from me. 

I built my business up over 12 months, it was doing really well. We decide that I would sell my 
business and Mayer would keep running his manufacturing business. I could look after the house. 
Mayer was doing really well in his business. 

Our Homes 

We sold the property with the shop and business, at that time we didn't have anyone renting the 
rooms upstairs. We occupied all the rooms. We managed to accumulate new items and furniture. 
We sold our property quickly, and bought a small bungalow in Bathurst Manor Toronto. It was a 
small place at 544 Melrose Avenue. It had a small garden. 



Our House at 544 Melrose Avenue Toronto 

Both the school and the shops were nearby. My children both went to the school. The school was 
across the road from our place, I would always stand in the doorway and watch my children come 
home safety. They attended Ledbury Park Elementary Middle School in Falkirk Street. 

One day I was watching them and I noticed bigger children were attacking them, I ran over to help 
them. 

This was a great time for me, watching my children grow up and seeing them making friends. I was 
pleased that we had moved to this area. 

I didn't know our neighbours yet. Marvin was playing outside one day when the neighbour's dog 
pushed him against the wall and attacked him. 

It was a summer's day, the same day and we had just shifted into our new home. I needed to rescue 
him. 

I wasn't about to start an argument with the neighbours, after all I was also a stranger to them. 

It just happened, I tried to calm down the situation without any animosity between myself and my 
neighbour. 

My neighbour next door was Mrs Lee, she worked for the Bell Telephone Company . My son didn't 
go back to the same place where he had was attacked. He listened to my advice. 

A few days later Mrs Lee came over and had asked what had happened? I told her the dog had 
attacked Marvin and scratched him badly. The next day she disposed of the dog. That would be the 
end of any dog attacks by that dog. Evidently the dog had been abused by its last owners children, 
which may explain why it attacked Marvin. 
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This incident with the dog, was the making of a great friendship between us and Mrs Lee, we were 
the best of neighbours and friends. 

The Lee's didn't have any children, my children adored them and they adored my children. It turned 
out for the best. 

Time started to rush by and I didn't think about my horrific past as much. My past haunted me 
continually. Tomorrow would always come, and I was busy raising by two children the best way I 
knew how. 

They had a good education, a good family, good friends and a much better future, they were lucky 
they were being brought up in freedom, with no anti-Semitism or hatred. 

I will never forget my son Jehushua . Every year at Yahrzeit I lit a candle for him. His Yahrzeit came 
on the Queen's birthday in Toronto, Marvin knew all about the loss of his brother and we never had 
fireworks on that day as a sign of respect to his memory. 

I would try to tell my children about my time during the war, but I feel bad, they did suffer growing 
up without me for the early part of their lives, when I was sick away for seven months in the 
sanatorium. 

My children also suffered by not having a stable upbringing early in their lives. 

My two precious children were extremely close to each other. One day a teacher gave Nela a 
present it was an American Indian in a canoe, it was a reward for being so responsible and looking 
after her little brother. 

Their upbringing was different to other families there was no extended families, no grandparents. 
Our children were brought up much the same as we were. 

I would still like to have more children, life now is fun and interesting. We can only hope we have 
given our children the chance to grow up happy and healthy. 

I have many friends who also survived the war and who sadly don't have children. They don't have 
the pleasures we do. 

We are trying hard and working long hours to be able to secure our future, and to be self sufficient. 
It has been a hard struggle for both Mayer and I. We did everything we could and succeeded. I no 
longer had time to reflect on my lost family and the past, this effort was both financially rewarding 
and gave us time to concentrate on the future and not the past. 

While I had my shop I met a lot of Lithuanians, who supplied me with names they remember of 
Lithuanian murderers. That had come with to Canada. I kept the list in case one day someone would 
go after these killers. 

Many Nazis immigrated to Canada as refugees. I kept all the information in a document folder 
hoping that one day it would be useful. I kept in with me in Toronto Canada. 



Our House at 143 Kennard Ave Downsview 
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Mayer had family in Australia, they would write and tell us how good the country was, the weather 
was different to Canada. Especially that there was no snow there in winter. In Canada we would 
have freezing cold winters with plenty of snow, I didn't like the cold and couldn't cope with the snow 
in winter. 

One day Mayer made a decision to visit his relatives in Australia. 

Before he went to Australia we again sold our home in 544 Melrose Ave and bought a nice three 
bedroom home in 143 Kennard Avenue Downsview Toronto and moved in it was a great house the 
best we ever had. 

It was winter time again and I remember I would have to use a large shovel to clean the snow from 
the driveway before my husband came home. It was a tiring job. Our driveway was running up a hill 
to the garage and with snow there it was impossible to get the car up the driveway. 

My husband's family used to write and tell us there was very mild winters and definitely no snow. 

Mayer left for Australia to see what the country was like. He said there was a chance that we might 
move to Australia after all it was still part of the Commonwealth. He spent about seven months in 
Australia and would write regularly to us. He told me that it was a beautiful country and winter 
would be good for me, no snow. He told me to sell up everything we had and join him in Australia. 

It was hard for me to do alone but I managed this was going to be an even better future for us. 

That's it we are going. I packed all I could and left the freedom of our lovely Canada. We had worked 
hard and established ourselves here. We had a new place to go to. I arranged everything from the 
packing to the shipping and our travel arrangements. We travelled by boat I took us one month to 
travel from Toronto to Melbourne Australia, we travelled on the Oranje. 


We are in Australia 1961 



The "Oranje" 
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I still had all the documents about the Lithuanian killers, books, files picture from the Nazi era from 
1941 -1945 and all the names of people I collected that I could one day pass on. 

I couldn't believe that on 14 October 1986 the Lithuanians and Latvians would have the gall to go 
onto the television and tell the world they knew nothing about the killing of Jews in their countries, 
they weren't responsible, it was an outrageous lie. 

I lost it, what an outrageous lie, I had a folder showing all the killings and the real truth, I only hoped 
one day I could testify as a survivor. 

They couldn't deny the information I had. I hope one day my book is read by Lithuanian people, their 
children, and their grandchildren, they should be told what their parents and grandparents did to a 
Jewish nation and how they have become evil murders, stealing, looting, murdering innocent and 
defenceless men, woman and children. 

The murderers were from Lithuania, Latvia and Estonia, and nearly all of Europe. May their names 
and memories be esponged totally. 

I will always remember what was done till the day I die. The hell I suffered from 1941 - 1945 cannot 
be denied anymore, It is hard that six million other souls were not able to tell their stories. But there 
are still survivors who witnessed the horrors and can tell the stories that need to be told. 

The truth will never fade or be hidden from the world. 


This Biography was written by a my mother 
Michel a Lithuanian Holocaust Survivor. 
One of the Surviving Heroes of our Jewish 

Nation. 
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Our Beloved Mother Michel passed away 
31 August 2001 -12 Elul 5761 
This is her story she was our hero. 


Written by her son:- Marvin Bude marvin.charles@hotmail.com 
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